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Welcome to the long awaited issue number 
six six six. It has been one hell of a struggle 
to get this issue out. We had some trouble 
getting our shit together earlier this year 
so we weren’t able to put out a spring issue. 
A lot of us have been dealing with heavy/ 
important shit in our personal lives. While 
The Grind is obviously super important 
to us we are all volunteering our spare 
Time to this project, and Fm sure you 
understand that rural living rarely allows 
much free time. 

Despite not having much to show for it, 
there have been a lot of changes behind 
the scenes here at CG HQ. Lots of 
renovations and restructuring going on to 
make us stronger and better than ever. 

, First of all, I moved. Fve relocated from 
Manitoba to British Columbia. (You 
can read my column if you want more 
personal details.) You can find our new 
mailing address to your left. If you have 
r sent mail to Ochre River don t worry, the 
wonderful postmaster there is forwarding 
all mail to me until June 2016. 

We also decided to stop calling ourselves 
a collective. We never really functioned 
like a collective, its always been my ship 
and people have come aboard to help 
cause I sure as hell cant sail it by myself. 

I wanted it to be a collective cause, well, 

Fm a punk, and no true punk worth their 
weight in vinyl wants to be a fucking boss. 
But as it turns out for this project, it makes 
everything easier for everybody if folks 
have their own things they take care of, 
and if I, in addition to my own duties, act 
like a central hub for keeping everything 
on track. That is how we have organized 
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will be sure to include some pictures in our 
next issue. 

Rebecca has recently jumped aboard (I love 
using the ship analogy with The Grind) 
and has really been a huge help. Rebecca 
lives in the Slocan Valley, about 20 minutes 
down the road from me. So she is the only 
shipmate that I actually ever see in person. 
She kind of started out just being sort of an 
assistant to me and Shauna but has really 
quickly proven herself to be invaluable 
to the group. She has been doing a lot of 
proofreading, and helping me with the 
whole editing/layout process. She has also 
taken over the punx and submissions email 
addresses and has been helping Shauna 
with subscriptions stuff. 

I am so grateful to be able to work with 
such awesome folks on this project. They 
are always willing to put in the hard hours 
needed to make this paper a reality and are 
somehow able to put up with my shit and 
calm me down when Fm being a flailing 
idiot. This paper would have died if it wasn’t 
for their hard work and dedication to The 
Grind. 

Now, let me tell you about this fancy new 
issue you have in your hand. We have got 
some pretty awesome shit going on for 
y all. First of all, as Fm sure youVe already 
noticed, we have another deadly cover 
drawing for you, drawn by the beautiful 
and charming Emily Kane of Cape Breton 
Island, Nova Scotia. 

In addition to our regular onslaught of 
informative and entertaining columns 
we have two new columnists. Judas, 
with the Rat Farm Guide, writing about 
homesteading and practical prepping, and 
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‘First of all, I moved. I’ve relocated from 
Manitoba to British Columbia. (You 
i can read my column if you want more 
' personal details.) You can find our new 
mailing address to your left. If you have 

> se nt mail to Ochre River don’t worry, the 
^wonderful postmaster there is forwarding 

> all mail to me until June 2016. 

We also decided to stop calling ourselves 
1 a collective. We never really functioned 
1 like a collective, it’s always been my ship 
\ and people have come aboard to help 
’cause I sure as hell can’t sail it by myself. 

I wanted it to be a collective cause, well, 

' I’m a punk, and no true punk worth their 
''weight in vinyl wants to be a fucking boss. 

. But as it turns out for this project, it makes 
everything easier for everybody if folks 
have their own things they take care of, 

‘ and if I, in addition to my own duties, act 
"like a central hub for keeping everything 
on track. That is how we have organized 
' ourselves from the beginning and it really 
seems to work for the group as a whole. 

► 

^Another big change that we are making, 
.one that will affect you, our reader, far 
‘ more than where we live or how we are 
organized, is a change in our pricing. 

1 Shauna has started keeping track of our 
"finances for a while now and has realized 
that we are constantly failing to break 
'even because we are not charging enough 
for the magazine. We are constantly 
i scraping by and I’m having to refill the 
"kittie with my own personal cash because 
we are trying to keep the pricing as cheap 
as possible. We need the magazine to 
be financially sustainable on its own, 
otherwise we are going to burn out. We 
‘ are only raising the prices enough to keep 
us financially in the green. As always, no 
one is making money off of the Grind, we 
just want to stop losing money because of 
it. 

I want to take the opportunity to give a 
huge thank you to Shauna, and to our 
newest grinder, Rebecca. Shauna has 


I am so grateful to be able to work with 
such awesome folks on this project. They 
are always willing to put in the hard hours 
needed to make this paper a reality and are 
somehow able to put up with my shit and 
calm me down when I m being a flailing 
idiot. This paper would have died if it wasnt 
for their hard work and dedication to The 
Grind. 

Now, let me tell you about this fancy new 
issue you have in your hand. We have got 
some pretty awesome shit going on for 
y’all. First of all, as I’m sure you’ve already 
noticed, we have another deadly cover 
drawing for you, drawn by the beautiful 
and charming Emily Kane of Cape Breton 
Island, Nova Scotia. 


In addition to our regular onslaught of 
informative and entertaining columns 
we have two new columnists. Judas, 
with the Rat Farm Guide, writing about 
homesteading and practical prepping, and 
The Baron (yes, from AMEBIX), writing 
about bees and beekeeping, straight from 
his homestead on the Isle of Skye, Scotland. 

We’ve also got some sick recipes from 
Jenn-Ra, Amara Hollow Bones, and Aura 
Laforest. Some ingenious how-to articles 
like making your own egg incubator, 
converting your woodstove to run on 
veggie oil, and what to look for when 
buying a used vehicle. There s also some 
sweet personal stories on being new to 
rural living, flailing everything when your 
land floods, being queer/trans in rural 
communities and an editorial on being an 
activist in the country. I think you’ll agree 
that this is another wicked issue. 


Just to put things in perspective, some 
of these articles were written for our 
spring issue, so they have a spring theme 
to them, I think they are important and 
useful articles and once in print are kind of 
timeless anyways. Also, because we had an 
excess of articles some didn’t make it into 
the cut for this issue. We were thinking of 
doine a double issue but the extra shipping 
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seems to work for the group as a whole. 

Another big change that we are making, 
one that will affect you, our reader, far 
more than where we live or how we are 
organized, is a change in our pricing. 
Shauna has started keeping track of our 
finances for a while now and has realized 
that we are constantly failing to break 
even because we are not charging enough 
for the magazine. We are constantly 
scraping by and Im having to refill the 
'kittie with my own personal cash because 
. we are trying to keep the pricing as cheap 
' as possible. We need the magazine to 
be financially sustainable on its own, 

J otherwise we are going to burn out. We 
■ are only raising the prices enough to keep 
* us financially in the green. As always, no 
one is making money off of the Grind, we 
just want to stop losing money because of 
it. 
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I want to take the opportunity to give a 
huge thank you to Shauna, and to our 
newest grinder, Rebecca. Shauna has 
been helping since the beginning and has 
been steadily increasing her workload 
over time. Earlier this spring I was 
feeling super overwhelmed with life and 
the responsibility of The Grind and was 
seriously considering putting the paper on 
indefinite hiatus. When I told Shauna she 
refused to let that happen and has taken 
on a huge chunk of my workload, to the 
point where she is putting in way more 
hours of work than I am. She is now the 
“person physically mailing all the Canadian 
and International orders, as well as driving 
'to Dauphin (a six hour round trip) to pick 
up the copies from the printers. She is also 
, still keeping the subscriptions and finances 
^organized, and is helping keep our website 
and Facebook page updated. I also want to 
give an epic high five to both Shauna and 
Ian who are getting married this August. It 
is sure to be a fucking awesome time. We 


The Baron (yes, from AMEBIX), writing 
about bees and beekeeping, straight from 
his homestead on the Isle of Skye, Scotland. 

We’ve also got some sick recipes from 
Jenn-Ra, Amara Hollow Bones, and Aura 
Laforest. Some ingenious how-to articles 
like making your own egg incubator, 
converting your woodstove to run on 
veggie oil, and what to look for when 
buying a used vehicle. There’s also some 
sweet personal stories on being new to 
rural living, flailing everything when your 
land floods, being queer/trans in rural 
communities and an editorial on being an 
activist in the country. I think you’ll agree 
that this is another wicked issue. 

Just to put things in perspective, some 
of these articles were written for our 
spring issue, so they have a spring theme 
to them, I think they are important and 
useful articles and once in print are kind of 
timeless anyways. Also, because we had an 
excess of articles some didn’t make it into 
the cut for this issue. We were thinking of 
doing a double issue but the extra shipping 
charges would have killed us. We’ll hold 
onto your submissions for future issues. 

Lastly, for an alarming percentage of 
our readers this is the last issue in your 
subscription. If it is your last issue you 
should have received a notice included in 
this issue. To renew your subscription head 
on over to countrygrind.net or mail me 
cash or a cheque and we’ll hook you up. 

Gretchen Bonegardener 
July 5 th 2015 

Unceded Sinixt Territory 
Slocan Valley, BC 






Note when your resources recommend 
setting out plants: as soon as the ground 
warms, late spring, after danger of frost, etc. 
Then count backwards to figure out when to 
start seeds, adding 1 week for hardening off. 
For really long season crops that might be 
hard in your climate—for me its habeneros 
and watermelons—count the “days to matu¬ 
rity” backward from your fall frost date, to 
make sure you get them going early enough. 


Starting Seeds 


Starting seeds is a cornerstone of my herbal 
practice, not to mention my sweet sideline 
as homestead queen. I know this is techni¬ 
cally not “how to use herbal medicine” but 
it feels relevant for the spring issue because 
it certainly counts as how to MAKE herbal 
medicine. Also, its what Fm thinking about 
right now at the end of February, and Fm 
having trouble redirecting. So. 

Tools: 


Soil 

You can make or buy a seed starting mix. 
There are a lot of ethical issues surrounding 
growing media like sphagnum, peat, and 
perlite, so chew that over before you buy the 
detritus of what was once mountains and 
wetlands. Fm not going to reprint recipes 
here but they’re easy to find. I use a DIY 
version of Eliot Colemans soil block recipe 
from New Organic Grower. 



Soil mix 
Cells or pots 

Quick-read or soil thermometer (optional 
but good) 

Depth gauge, like a pencil or chopstick with 
a line drawn on it 

Humidity cover or plastic wrap and duct 
tape 

Heating pad 

Grow lights or sunny window 

Seedling watering can, or jar with a bendy 

straw 

The basics are easy—its all about balancing 
light, water, and heat. Put the soil mix in a 
bucket and mix with lukewarm water until 
it clumps in your hand. Let the soil warm 
up until its close to the seeds germination 
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Humidity 

Humidity is the combination of water and 
heat, and is essential to good germination 
rates. Cover your seed trays with either a 
commercial cover or plastic wrap and a seal 
of duct tape. The warmth from the heating 
pad evaporates water in the soil, which then 
condenses on the cover and rains back on 
the soil. This gives even moisture and nu¬ 
trient dispersal across the seedbed and sim¬ 
ulates the spring rain and dew cycles. You 
lose moisture and warmth when you remove 
the covers, so no peeking until you see green. 

Temperature 

Seeds: Seeds need warmth to germinate; 


get way too hot. 

Plants: When plants are up, remove cov¬ 
ers and position lights several inches above 
seedlings so they don’t get leggy. If you’re 
using a window, back it with a mirror so the 
plants get light from both directions. Theres 
a lot of discussion about how many hours a 
day seedlings need to flourish, and the an¬ 
swer is it depends on the plant and the kind 
of light. I give them my day, because theyre 
going to have to make it in my climate any¬ 
way. 

Simulating Natural Conditions 

This is where it gets complicated. A lot of 
herbs, especially the at-risk ones, are fussy 
germinators—they just wont grow under 
normal conditions, or you get a terrible ger¬ 
mination rate. The key is to ask your self 
what natural conditions the seed would be 
exposed to in its natural environment. Many 
resources have this information, but I’ve 
found that many seeds benefit from these 
treatments even if the books don’t mention 
it. Again, those of us in harsh climates do 
things a little differently than our more tem¬ 
perate counterparts. 

Allow space for intuition: watch how and 
when wild plants grow, and build an under¬ 
standing of their needs. The following tech¬ 
niques cover most natural conditions that 
can be a limiting factor in germination. 

Stratification mimics the freeze-thaw cy¬ 
cle of winter and spring. For wet stratifica¬ 
tion, wrap seeds in a moist paper towel or 
rag, then put it inside a plastic bag in the 
fridge, away from high-moisture foods like 
tomatoes and apples (and then take your to¬ 
matoes and apples out of the fridge before 
you destroy the nutrients, goofball). For dry 
stratification—this is less common—put the 
seeds in a pot with a little soil, again in the 
fridge. 


really have to use chlorinated water, let it sit 
on the counter for 24 hours before you put 
the seeds in. 

Compost gives a nutrient boost to seeds that 
have to pass through an animal’s digestive 
tract before germinating. It’s almost always 
combined with scarification. Put a little 
compost in the bottom of the seed tray with 
your regular soil mix on top. The water cycle 
within the seed tray will disperse the nutri¬ 
ents slowly and make them accessible to the 
seedlings. Most seeds do not need this, and 
in fact can be burned by compost, so only do 
it if it’s actually necessary. 

Overwintering is appropriate for cold cli¬ 
mate natives, if you get to it in the fall. It 
provides the benefits of stratification and 
soaking that so many plants need. Prep 
fertile garden beds in the fall, direct seed, 
and mulch well—think dead prairie grass 
or goldenrod, really protective. In mild cli¬ 
mates, people overwinter seeds outside in 
pots, but in cold climates that’s unreliable 
because there’s no natural insulation that the 
ground would normally provide. I’ve had 
this work occasionally, but really only with 
plants that are actually native to a place that 
routinely has 4+ feet of snow. A shed can 
work, but then you have to remember to wa¬ 
ter it in the spring. 

Good luck, hooray for spring, and send me 
your success and failures! 

Juliette Abigail Carr is a clinical herbalist in 
South Newfane, Vermont and the proprietor 
of Old Ways Herbal She teaches about fami¬ 
ly herbalism and homesteading at her family s 
farm and locations around the state. Read 
more and contact her at oldwaysherbal.com 








it feels relevant for the spring issue because 
it certainly counts as how to MAKE herbal 
medicine. Also, its what I’m thinking about 
right now at the end of February, and I’m 
having trouble redirecting. So. 

Tools: 

Soil mix 
Cells or pots 

Quick-read or soil thermometer (optional 
but good) 

Depth gauge, like a pencil or chopstick with 
a line drawn on it 

Humidity cover or plastic wrap and duct 
tape 

Heating pad 

Grow lights or sunny window 

Seedling watering can, or jar with a bendy 

straw 

The basics are easy—its all about balancing 
light, water, and heat. Put the soil mix in a 
bucket and mix with lukewarm water until 
it clumps in your hand. Let the soil warm 
up until its close to the seeds germination 
temperature (use the thermometer). Fill the 
cells or pots and tap to settle the soil. Use 
the depth gauge to plant seeds to the right 
depth. Cover the tray and place on the heat¬ 
ing pad. When seeds germinate, remove the 
cover and heating pad and put the tray in the 
window or under a grow light. 

If you do that, youll be able to grow your 
own starts for most vegetables, flowers, and 
herbs. With a little more detail, though, you 
can get your germination rates close to 100% 
on almost anything you care to grow. Here 
goes. 

Records, Resources, & Timing 

Write stuff down—this process takes months 
and you don t want to forget stuff or look the 
same info up repeatedly. Label flats with the 
name of the plant, date of sowing, and spe¬ 
cial considerations like “needs light to ger¬ 
minate” or “ideal germination temperature 
60 decrees”. You think youll remember; you 


growing media like sphagnum, peat, and 
perlite, so chew that over before you buy the 
detritus of what was once mountains and 
wetlands. Ym not going to reprint recipes 
here but they’re easy to find. I use a DIY 
version of Eliot Colemans soil block recipe 
from New Organic Grower. 

Humidity 

Humidity is the combination of water and 
heat, and is essential to good germination 
rates. Cover your seed trays with either a 
commercial cover or plastic wrap and a seal 
of duct tape. The warmth from the heating 
pad evaporates water in the soil, which then 
condenses on the cover and rains back on 
the soil. This gives even moisture and nu¬ 
trient dispersal across the seedbed and sim¬ 
ulates the spring rain and dew cycles. You 
lose moisture and warmth when you remove 
the covers, so no peeking until you see green. 

Temperature 

Seeds: Seeds need warmth to germinate; 
look up the ideal germination temperature 
for your seeds. Heating pads really increase 
germination rates, and they sell ones specif¬ 
ically for seeds that are waterproof and don’t 
get too hot. That said, you can use a regular 
one, just be careful with water around it and 
know that it may get too hot. Test it first by 
putting it under an empty seedbed for 24 
hours and then temping the soil. 

Plants: In the beginning keeping trays warm 
can be a challenge, but as the plants grow 
they put off their own heat so make sure you 
have a way to cool down the room if neces¬ 
sary. A fan can prevent fainting on warm 
spring days. If you re growing plants with 
different temperature needs, do it in stag¬ 
es: brassicas first, then move them to a cold 
frame as the nightshades start setting true 
leaves, etc. 

Water 

Seeds- Watering is riskv: seeds can rot 


exposed to in its natural environment. Many 
resources have this information, but Ive 
found that many seeds benefit from these 
treatments even if the books dont mention 
it. Again, those of us in harsh climates do 
things a little differently than our more tem¬ 
perate counterparts. 

Allow space for intuition: watch how and 
when wild plants grow, and build an under¬ 
standing of their needs. The following tech¬ 
niques cover most natural conditions that 
can be a limiting factor in germination. 

Stratification mimics the freeze-thaw cy¬ 
cle of winter and spring. For wet stratifica¬ 
tion, wrap seeds in a moist paper towel or 
rag, then put it inside a plastic bag in the 
fridge, away from high-moisture foods like 
tomatoes and apples (and then take your to¬ 
matoes and apples out of the fridge before 
you destroy the nutrients, goofball). For dry 
stratification—this is less common—put the 
seeds in a pot with a little soil, again in the 
fridge. 

Stratify fussy germinators that are native to 
places with winter. Some seeds need a long 
time, like 3 months of wintery conditions. 
Others need multiple stratification: cold 
for a month, then room temperature, then 
cold again for a few weeks, room tempera¬ 
ture, cold for 1 week, etc. to really simulate 
spring; I do this routine for our fussy wood¬ 
land natives, as well as difficult-to-germi- 
nate cold climate natives from elsewhere. Its 
generally the first thing I try if I dont know 
what to do. 

Scarification mimics the physical break¬ 
down of the seed coating in an animals di¬ 
gestive tract. Just sand the seeds a little, or if 
they’re big enough, nick them with a knife. 
Think about which plants rely on animals to 
spread their seeds, as well as seeds that have 
really thick, impervious coatings, so they 
can last a long time in the soil before ger¬ 
minating. Usually scarification is combined 
with a second treatment, like compost or 


or goldenrod, really protective. In mild cli¬ 
mates, people overwinter seeds outside in 
pots, but in cold climates that’s unreliable 
because there’s no natural insulation that the 
ground would normally provide. I’ve had 
this work occasionally, but really only with 
plants that are actually native to a place that 
routinely has 4+ feet of snow. A shed can 
work, but then you have to remember to wa¬ 
ter it in the spring. 

Good luck, hooray for spring, and send me 
your success and failures! 

Juliette Abigail Carr is a clinical herbalist in 
South Newfane, Vermont and the proprietor 
of Old Ways Herbal She teaches about fami¬ 
ly herbalism and homesteading at her family s 
farm and locations around the state. Read 
more and contact her at oldwaysherbal.com 
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cells or pots and tap to settle the soil. Use 
the depth gauge to plant seeds to the right 
depth. Cover the tray and place on the heat¬ 
ing pad. When seeds germinate, remove the 
cover and heating pad and put the tray in the 
window or under a grow light. 

If you do that, you’ll be able to grow your 
own starts for most vegetables, flowers, and 
herbs. With a little more detail, though, you 
can get your germination rates close to 100% 
on almost anything you care to grow. Here 
goes. 

Records, Resources, & Timing 

Write stuff down—this process takes months 
and you don t want to forget stuff or look the 
same info up repeatedly. Label flats with the 
name of the plant, date of sowing, and spe¬ 
cial considerations like “needs light to ger¬ 
minate” or “ideal germination temperature 
60 degrees”. You think youll remember; you 
wont. 

Look through your seeds and identify cul¬ 
tural needs like stratifying, soaking, etc., as 
well as when to start them in your climate. I 
often use the Fedco catalog, as their cultur¬ 
al information is relevant to us cold climate 
folks—also, they re a worker-owned coop¬ 
erative. I also really like Eliot Colemans 
books. For medicinal herbs, Horizon Herbs 
& Richo Cechs book have a lot of great info, 
but if you live in a cold climate take things 
like “start in fall” or “overwinter outside” 
with a big grain of salt because Richo lives 
in a mild Pacific North West climate and 
that type of thing doesn’t translate well for 
those of us with winter. Richters is a Ca¬ 
nadian herb company that sometimes has 
helpful info for cold climates. I don’t know 
anything about warm climate resources, so if 
that’s you, sorry I can’t be of more help here. 


looK up me ideal germination temperature 
for your seeds. Heating pads really increase 
germination rates, and they sell ones specif¬ 
ically for seeds that are waterproof and don’t 
get too hot. That said, you can use a regular 
one, just be careful with water around it and 
know that it may get too hot. Test it first by 
putting it under an empty seedbed for 24 
hours and then temping the soil. 

Plants: In the beginning keeping trays warm 
can be a challenge, but as the plants grow 
they put off their own heat so make sure you 
have a way to cool down the room if neces¬ 
sary. A fan can prevent fainting on warm 
spring days. If you’re growing plants with 
different temperature needs, do it in stag¬ 
es: brassicas first, then move them to a cold 
frame as the nightshades start setting true 
leaves, etc. 

Water 

Seeds: Watering is risky: seeds can rot 
or get dislodged, or soil gets muddy and 
cracks when it dries so seedlings can’t push 
through. If the soil dries out under the hu¬ 
midity cover, use a spray bottle, or fill 1 cell 
with water to increase the humidity. 

Plants: Once your seedlings have unfold¬ 
ed, remove the cover and give them a drink 
without knocking them over. Soil should be 
dry but not baked. Under-watering twice a 
day is better than overwatering once a day, 
to avoid damping off. More water is usually 
not the solution to any problem, unless the 
plants have bent over away from the light 
in a deep bow, in which case a little sip will 
perk them right up. Less is more with water! 

Light 

Seeds: Window light is enough for light-de¬ 
pendent germinators. If grow lights are 
turned on before germination, the soil can 


Stratify fussy germinators that are native to 
places with winter. Some seeds need a long 
time, like 3 months of wintery conditions. 
Others need multiple stratification: cold 
for a month, then room temperature, then 
cold again for a few weeks, room tempera¬ 
ture, cold for 1 week, etc. to really simulate 
spring; I do this routine for our fussy wood¬ 
land natives, as well as difficult-to-germi- 
nate cold climate natives from elsewhere. It’s 
generally the first thing I try if I don’t know 
what to do. 

Scarification mimics the physical break¬ 
down of the seed coating in an animal’s di¬ 
gestive tract. Just sand the seeds a little, or if 
they’re big enough, nick them with a knife. 
Think about which plants rely on animals to 
spread their seeds, as well as seeds that have 
really thick, impervious coatings, so they 
can last a long time in the soil before ger¬ 
minating. Usually scarification is combined 
with a second treatment, like compost or 
soaking. 

Fire is pretty specific to prairie natives, al¬ 
though I bet there’s a bunch of plants that 
would like this treatment out on the West 
Coast where they have all those forest fires- 
-I don’t know because I don’t grow any, but 
if you do, let me know if fire improves your 
germination! Anyway, spread the seeds on 
a baking tray or something else that won’t 
catch fire and use a grill lighter to burn 
them. This is often followed by soaking—if 
you’re Echinacea pallida y your spring routine 
is ruled by flood and fire. 

Soaking is probably the most common and 
combines well with most other treatments. 
It mimics rain and spring flooding, a bio¬ 
logical alarm clock, and softens hard seed 
coatings, making it easier for the seedlings 
to poke through. Use non-chlorinated water 
and soak the seeds for a day or so. If you 
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You cant step twice into the same stream. 


ndvtci pel. Change is in all things, always. 
Time flows over us, through us. A one-way 
street. 

Any mirror confirms this. Every sore shoul¬ 
der, every cranky tendon says it: “You'll 
be dead soon. Thirty, forty tops. You were 
granted life, and like every star, and every 
worm, you will die.” 

Spring is on me. Pervading me. I feel it in my 
back, and at the bottom of my neck, tight¬ 
ness giving way. In the fields, the grass is 
patching up unevenly, waking from a wind- 
whipped slumber with bed-head. Buds are 
peeking on the apple trees, on the persim¬ 
mon and the roses. When the sun pushes 
out the morning chill, the woods breathe in, 
uncountable trillions of chloroplasts inhal¬ 
ing light. Growing, healing, stretching, ev¬ 
ery cell respiring—a low-voltage thrum you 
can feel with your bare skin. 

Its been the end-of-winter pruning season. 
Pruning lies somewhere between sculp¬ 
ture and riddle. Climb a fruit tree, make a 
thousand cuts; cut out the dead, take down 
the water sprouts, create structure and en¬ 
courage outward growth, reduce crowding. 
Its hell on the hands, a grip-strength work¬ 
out day after day. But we don't slow down 
and we don't bitch, cause it's a blessing, to 
be outside, working in trees as they shake 
off the winter, to move with the breeze; to 
work in a structure that is alive, a scaffold 
for so many lives, ants, squirrels, owls. And 
the bees. They're at work, up to their ass in 
pollen, getting a jump on the year, prepar- 


middle of a driveway for a soon-to-be-built 
maintenance facility. Before we ever roped 
up, we had to fight to get the tree legally pro¬ 
tected. She's a great old beauty (and literally 
female, Taxodium are monoecious, one or 
the other), a monument to the natural re¬ 
sources of the continent; thank goodness 
she's on federal property, cause the state 
don't give a fuck about no tree. To avoid a le¬ 
gal battle, we also had to sweet-talk the con¬ 
struction planners into redrawing the drive¬ 
way. I feel like this could be done in about 
two minutes with an eraser and a blue pen; 
apparently it takes an architect and many 
thousands of dollars. Bureaucracy defeated, 
we spent a few long days pulling down the 
smothering vines and carving out a sunny 
hole for our grand dame. And she was ra¬ 
diant, a 250-year-old glory that has seen 
the plains around her tamed and trampled 
by new man. Her family, Cupressaceae, has 
been here over 200 million years; when the 
sun warms her rust-red belly, you can smell 
the Jurassic fen. That conifer scent takes me 
there; I close my eyes to see a broad marsh, 
studded through with cypress, and ancient 
cycad and ginkgo trees. Nervous shrews and 
rats dart through ferns, burrowing, keeping 
busy, biding time. A background symphony 
of husky flying insects pulsates; tooth-lined 
jaws snatch at them from the murk and 
slosh on. Fleshy trunks reach up to impos¬ 
sibly large bodies, and above that, the sound 
of branches and leaves crashing together as 
the giant herbivores endlessly strip the tall 
pines and redwoods, pausing only to listen 
for the footfalls of the tyrant. 

Trees do this for me, this time-travel. Work¬ 
ing in trees turned out to be a gateway that 
brought me full circle to my love of the 
sciences, brought me back to my childish 
wonder at the universe and its systems. It's 
calming as well, by necessity—best to move 
methodically when rigging big drops or 
running saws up off the ground—but also in 
the interface. The tree waits for you to make 
the best decision. It doesn't rush or pester. A 
tree » may 


bite it. 

Lacking an appreciation of good sex, I guess, 
most folks hideously neglect their fruit trees, 
just let em go. Becomes a nightmare of veg¬ 
etative growth. Folks don't know what to do, 
or they're lazy, or they can't afford to hire 
me, which is fine. Occasionally, I hear this 
one, “Well, why don't you leave those trees 
alone? That’s how they evolved, naturally 
growing, not with you barbarians hacking 
away at them with your man-weapons.” 
That's not quite right, though. The Rosace- 
ae family didn't evolve in a fenced yard, next 
to a highway, under a little grazing pressure 
from the rascally deer up the dale. Fruit trees 
and their cousins evolved tens of millions of 
years ago, among Paleogene fauna: tiny ner¬ 
vous moonrats, ten-foot-tall land-bound 
raptors, and a shitload of hungry, truck¬ 
sized, single-minded mammals, that ate ev¬ 
ery fruit, seed, leaf, and flower in sight like it 
was the only way to stay alive, which it was. 
With elephantine bodies and warm-blood¬ 
ed metabolisms, browsers like the 17-ton, 
horse/rhinoceros lookin' Indricotherium 
shredded canopies, stripping soft tissues, 
buds, everything, to keep the boiler lit in 
that monstrous frame. Wild fruit are small 
and shitty compared to our fancy domes¬ 
ticated varieties, sure, but compared with 
eating wood, they're awesome. Those elder 
beasts, even devoid the aesthetic sensitivi¬ 
ties of our newer, biped arborists, mindlessly 
pruned on and on. In response, the growth 
of the next season built thicker, more resil¬ 
ient stems, and developed stronger lateral 
branches, which could carry more weight, 
allowing for more blossoms, and larger fruit. 
More sex. 

All the births of spring are glorious, but it's 
a heavy thing. Birth begins a cycle that ends, 
for flowers, for Homo sapiens , for planets. 

I have a balcony that looks out to the east. 
That's the direction of the future, you know, 
the dawn, the coming day. Looking out there 
now, I can see Regulus, Denebola, Algieba, 


poles started accumulating snow, forming 
the arctic regions we know today. The pre¬ 
dominant horse was two-feet tall, and the sa¬ 
ber-toothed cats were in full swing. So many 
varieties of life, rising and falling, laid down 
in the rock, everywhere under our feet. First 
life on Earth arose four billion years ago, and 
we, sapiens , trace our lineage back through 
the taxa, directly to that first cell. Moving 
the other direction, forward from that living 
singularity, all life sits in our family tree, all 
life from every eon, gone, but not forgotten. 
We ran together—rubbing shoulders in the 
oceans, in the swamps, in the trees—pred¬ 
ators and co-conspirators through history, 
trading lessons, doing our tasks in the grand 
design, caught up in the cycle. 

With birth comes the obligation to expire. 
For us, it'll be a chest pain or screeching 
tires. For massive stars, it's a deep inhale 
followed by an empyrean cough, ejecting a 
spittle of life's raw materials. For families of 
plants and animals, it's maladaptation and 
supersession; a new face in the chow line, 
a struggle for resources, starvation, disease, 
predation. It's all part of the cycle. Spring 
reminds me of that, the sex, the seeds, four 
billion seasons of change. I wonder if our 
intellect will be our wrong turn; our satisfac¬ 
tion with clothes and money and literature 
an evolutionary dead-end. 

Spring is on me. Days of saturating rain and 
days of deep blue. I climb the trees, madro- 
ne, fir, maple, drinking in the sapphire sky, 
whispering a prayer of thanks to my star, 
and the stars that came before. These woods 
are great cathedrals of carbon, hydrogen, 
and oxygen, they absorb their girth from the 
atmosphere itself, grazing at the air, reaching 
down into the soil only for minerals, which 
slick the cogs of metabolism. Trees are giv¬ 
ers, of food, of shade, of coal and of our en¬ 
riched air. Their gift to me today is that they 
illuminate the primacy of the cycle. Cradled 
high up in their arms, an infant species 
comforted by a resolute survivor, I know 
my station. I'll pass on soon, sapiens will 




ness giving way. In the fields, the grass is 
patching up unevenly, waking from a wind- 
whipped slumber with bed-head. Buds are 
peeking on the apple trees, on the persim¬ 
mon and the roses. When the sun pushes 
out the morning chill, the woods breathe in, 
uncountable trillions of chloroplasts inhal¬ 
ing light. Growing, healing, stretching, ev¬ 
ery cell respiring—a low-voltage thrum you 
can feel with your bare skin. 


Its been the end-of-winter pruning season. 
Pruning lies somewhere between sculp¬ 
ture and riddle. Climb a fruit tree, make a 
thousand cuts; cut out the dead, take down 
the water sprouts, create structure and en¬ 
courage outward growth, reduce crowding. 
Its hell on the hands, a grip-strength work¬ 
out day after day. But we don't slow down 
and we dont bitch, cause its a blessing, to 
be outside, working in trees as they shake 
off the winter, to move with the breeze; to 
work in a structure that is alive, a scaffold 
for so many lives, ants, squirrels, owls. And 
the bees. They re at work, up to their ass in 
pollen, getting a jump on the year, prepar¬ 
ing for a future beyond their 
own horizon. Bees are like 
that, looking for- # 
ward to the 





f next gen- 
Jr eration, all 
W following 
/ generations, 
* selflessly. In 
fact, most living 
creatures are like that. Se¬ 
quoias, octopi, its hardwired: 
propagate the species, fulfill 
your task in the grand design. Its 
what holds the whole thing up. 


It was a total accident that I pot into 


the Jurassic fen. That conifer scent takes me 
there; I close my eyes to see a broad marsh, 
studded through with cypress, and ancient 
cycad and ginkgo trees. Nervous shrews and 
rats dart through ferns, burrowing, keeping 
busy, biding time. A background symphony 
of husky flying insects pulsates; tooth-lined 
jaws snatch at them from the murk and 
slosh on. Fleshy trunks reach up to impos¬ 
sibly large bodies, and above that, the sound 
of branches and leaves crashing together as 
the giant herbivores endlessly strip the tall 
pines and redwoods, pausing only to listen 
for the footfalls of the tyrant. 


Trees do this for me, this time-travel. Work¬ 
ing in trees turned out to be a gateway that 
brought me full circle to my love of the 
sciences, brought me back to my childish 
wonder at the universe and its systems. Its 
calming as well, by necessity—best to move 
methodically when rigging big drops or 
running saws up off the ground—but also in 
the interface. The tree waits for you to make 
the best decision. It doesn't rush or pester. A 


tree 



may 
b e 


dense, difficult to get 
around in, but its mo¬ 
tives are transparent. A 
tree will grant you new 
vistas, and will also allow 
you to fall to your death. 
There's an inherent fairness, which balances 
on the care we take in our labor. 


If you have to work, trees definitely rank in 
the top-five best places, up there with moun¬ 
tains, ships, the South Pole, and low-Earth- 
orbit. In my book, anyway. The explosion of 
blossoms is a living firework, but silent, ele¬ 
gant. Petals of a plum flower are fit to scent 
the bath of an empress, and I start my day 
climbing straight up into those perfumed 
clouds just to do my simple work. There's no 
radon, no Dolvfluorinated compounds, no 


With elephantine bodies and warm-blood¬ 
ed metabolisms, browsers like the 17-ton, 
horse/rhinoceros lookin' Indricotherium 
shredded canopies, stripping soft tissues, 
buds, everything, to keep the boiler lit in 
that monstrous frame. Wild fruit are small 
and shitty compared to our fancy domes¬ 
ticated varieties, sure, but compared with 
eating wood, they're awesome. Those elder 
beasts, even devoid the aesthetic sensitivi¬ 
ties of our newer, biped arborists, mindlessly 
pruned on and on. In response, the growth 
of the next season built thicker, more resil¬ 
ient stems, and developed stronger lateral 
branches, which could carry more weight, 
allowing for more blossoms, and larger fruit. 
More sex. 

All the births of spring are glorious, but it's 
a heavy thing. Birth begins a cycle that ends, 
for flowers, for Homo sapiens , for planets. 

I have a balcony that looks out to the east. 
That's the direction of the future, you know, 
the dawn, the coming day. Looking out there 
now, I can see Regulus, Denebola, Algieba, 
the stars of Leo. Right about where the back 
left knee of the lion would be, hangs a little 
spiral galaxy known as Messier 65.1 can't see 
it, but I know it's there. It's a little smaller 
than our own Milky Way, not too different 
though. Two years ago, March 21, 2013, an 
astronomer named Matsuo Sugano spot¬ 
ted a brand-new supernova erupting in an 
otherwise sleepy spiral arm of M65. It was a 
Type II nova, core collapse of a massive star, 
caught right after the act. Anything near¬ 
by instantly boiled away, rocky bodies and 
gas giants vaporized into an angry molecu¬ 
lar storm. The observable glow lasted a few 
months, but the shockwave will expand free¬ 
ly, at about 50,000 kilometers per second, for 
a couple hundred years. It'll slow down after 
that, but the front will keep sweeping objects 
out of the way for 1000 more years, plowing 
stars and planetoids into new abysses. In the 
hard vacuum of space, the nova will fizzle 
out in some millions of years, leaving behind 
a petite black hole, surrounded by a cavity 
of low-density space about 300 light years 
across. Our own solar svstem (.003 light 


plants and animals, it's maladaptation and 
supersession; a new face in the chow line, 
a struggle for resources, starvation, disease, 
predation. It's all part of the cycle. Spring 
reminds me of that, the sex, the seeds, four 
billion seasons of change. I wonder if our 
intellect will be our wrong turn; our satisfac¬ 
tion with clothes and money and literature 
an evolutionary dead-end. 

Spring is on me. Days of saturating rain and 
days of deep blue. I climb the trees, madro- 
ne, fir, maple, drinking in the sapphire sky, 
whispering a prayer of thanks to my star, 
and the stars that came before. These woods 
are great cathedrals of carbon, hydrogen, 
and oxygen, they absorb their girth from the 
atmosphere itself, grazing at the air, reaching 
down into the soil only for minerals, which 
slick the cogs of metabolism. Trees are giv¬ 
ers, of food, of shade, of coal and of our en¬ 
riched air. Their gift to me today is that they 
illuminate the primacy of the cycle. Cradled 
high up in their arms, an infant species 
comforted by a resolute survivor, I know 
my station. I'll pass on soon, sapiens will 
pass on, biological life and Earth itself will 
pass, first incinerated by a dying sun, then 
expelled, whirled across the deep night as an 
incandescent cloud. We will sail out, all of 
us, metal and gas, accumulating, accreting, 
warming. A piece of the cycle, we will die, 
and live again, in the springtime of another 
world. Maybe there'll be trees. 



In my second installment of “Power 
to Perennials'' I want to profile a versatile 
arid useful plant called Sea Buckthorn, or 
Seaberry. Not to be confused with buckthorn 
(from the family rhamnacae), it's from the 
elaegnaceae family, the same as Oleaster. 
Sea Buckthorn, or Hippophae rhamnoides , 



ing for a future beyond their 
own horizon. Bees are like 
that, looking for¬ 
ward to the 


next gen¬ 
eration, all 
following 
generations, 
selflessly. In 
/ fact, most living 

creatures are like that. Se¬ 
quoias, octopi, its hardwired: 
propagate the species, fulfill 
your task in the grand design. Its 
what holds the whole thing up. 

It was a total accident that I got into 
professional tree service. Back when 
I was running diesel equipment, my 
supervisor was an arborist, and was 
^looking for someone dumb enough to 
^ climb trees with saws, despite mini¬ 
mal time for training, and total lack 
of heath insurance. “Do I want to 
try it? Fuck yeah, I do.” 

One of my first projects was 
saving a large bald cypress, 
Taxodium distichum. It’d 
Lgrown massive on the 
ledge of a stream, but 
[was taken over by 
1 vines and crowd- 
led by faster-growing 
\ trees. On a blueprint, the 
cypress was right in the 


dense, difficult to get 
around in, but its mo¬ 
tives are transparent. A 
tree will grant you new 
vistas, and will also allow 
you to fall to your death. 
There’s an inherent fairness, which balances 
on the care we take in our labor. 

If you have to work, trees definitely rank in 
the top-five best places, up there with moun¬ 
tains, ships, the South Pole, and low-Earth- 
orbit. In my book, anyway. The explosion of 
blossoms is a living firework, but silent, ele¬ 
gant. Petals of a plum flower are fit to scent 
the bath of an empress, and I start my day 
climbing straight up into those perfumed 
clouds just to do my simple work. There’s no 
radon, no polyfluorinated compounds, no 
dirty ventilation. Just a glimpse of heaven 
on earth, no incoming calls. 

On top of the flower thing, fruit trees, for 
their part, are also ridiculously sexy. The 
firm, round flesh, the deep reds, pinks, pur¬ 
ples; its a biology of attraction, trees playing 
on the desires of Animalia. Meiosis, pol¬ 
len, the swelling mesocarp, the all-precious 
seed... Sex is survival, and fruit trees dress it 
up with sweet, glandular 
^temptation. You wanna 


the stars of Leo. Right about where the back 
left knee of the lion would be, hangs a little 
spiral galaxy known as Messier 65.1 cant see 
it, but I know its there. Its a little smaller 
than our own Milky Way, not too different 
though. Two years ago, March 21, 2013, an 
astronomer named Matsuo Sugano spot¬ 
ted a brand-new supernova erupting in an 
otherwise sleepy spiral arm of M65. It was a 
Type II nova, core collapse of a massive star, 
caught right after the act. Anything near¬ 
by instantly boiled away, rocky bodies and 
gas giants vaporized into an angry molecu¬ 
lar storm. The observable glow lasted a few 
months, but the shockwave will expand free¬ 
ly, at about 50,000 kilometers per second, for 
a couple hundred years. It’ll slow down after 
that, but the front will keep sweeping objects 
out of the way for 1000 more years, plowing 
stars and planetoids into new abysses. In the 
hard vacuum of space, the nova will fizzle 
out in some millions of years, leaving behind 
a petite black hole, surrounded by a cavity 
of low-density space about 300 light years 
across. Our own solar system (.003 light 
years in diameter) is currently traversing a 
cavity just like this, the “Local Bubble,” so 
we have an idea of what it will be like: cold, 
dark, empty. 

Sugano-san discovered that furious de¬ 
mise—called SN 2013am—as a tiny speck 
of new light. I mean tiny. In all its violence, 
here on Earth, SN 2013am shone only 
171000 th as bright as the North Star. An in¬ 
finitesimal blip. Because its far away. 35 
million light years away. That smattering of 
captured photons has been traveling all this 
time, 35 million years. When that star died, 
warm-season grasses, the ancestors of corn 
and sugarcane were beginning to migrate 
out of the forests and on to the open plains 
of young continents. Right about then, the 
simians branched out into New World mon¬ 
keys, like spider monkeys, and Old World 
monkeys, like apes and you and me. It was 
a dry era, and rapidly cooling; its when the 


pass on, biological life and Earth itself will 
pass, first incinerated by a dying sun, then 
expelled, whirled across the deep night as an 
incandescent cloud. We will sail out, all of 
us, metal and gas, accumulating, accreting, 
warming. A piece of the cycle, we will die, 
and live again, in the springtime of another 
world. Maybe there’ll be trees. 



In my second installment of “Power 


to Perennials” I want to profile a versatile 
and useful plant called Sea Buckthorn, or 
Seaberry. Not to be confused with buckthorn 
(from the family rhamnacae ), its from the 
elaegnaceae family, the same as Oleaster. 
Sea Buckthorn, or Hippophae rhamnoides , 
is a hardy and wide ranging deciduous 
shrubby tree that can be found from the 
Atlantic coasts of Europe to northern 
Mongolia and northwestern China. Its 
also found widespread distribution across 
rural Canada by the (sadly now defunct) 
PFRA, which is how IVe come to know this 
versatile and resilient little tree. Surviving 
on salt-blasted coastal soils, in semi-desert 
and above the tree line on mountains, its 
easily recognizable by its needle-like, pale 
silvery leaves, stiff thorny branches and 
bright orange berry-like fruits. The “sea 
berries” cling to the tree all winter and can 
easily be spotted in many Canadian prairie 
shelterbelt plantings. 

Growing and caring for Sea 
Buckthorn is as easy as planting a cutting or 
transplanting a sucker. After a 17 week cold 
stratification it will also grow readily from 
seed. If you have trouble with this, you can 
use your freezer, but the rest of us losers with 


a real winter can just plant the seeds in the 
autumn. Were borderline USDA Climate 
zone 2-3 here and Sea Buckthorn does 
just fine, so its hardy to at least that, and 
apparently does well up to zone 7. As long 
as a soil is well drained the pH and fertility 
doesn’t overly matter. Full sun plantings 
are the best way to maximize production of 
berries and take most advantage of its rapid 
growth. To get fruit from Sea Buckthorn you 
need both female and male plants, but like 
any fruit tree needing that sort of pollination 
you can graft a male branch onto a female 
tree. Its mainly a wind pollinated tree so 
at least one male tree should be up wind of 
the female trees. After planting expect to 
get your first fruits in 2-3 years, and have 
your tree reach its full potential in 3-5 years. 
Fruiting is best on 2 year old branches and 
regular pruning keeps it productive. Sea 
Buckthorn has no pests or diseases to speak 
of on this side of the Atlantic. Before you 
plant SB, know that it suckers freely, and is 
considered to be invasive in some regions. 
Have a plan to control or take advantage of 
its prolific nature before you plant to save 
yourself hassle in the long run. 

The ease with which you can grow 
it, however, is off set by the irritation that 
can be trying to harvest it. Navigating those 
thorns can be a little challenging, and the 
berries are pretty persistent in wanting to 
stay attached to the tree. If you wait until 
a good freeze the berries are far easier to 
come off and the thorns are easier to see 
and the fruits are sweeter. Raw, sea berries 
are fairly astringent and oily (at about 9% 
oil) but these nutritious berries are great for 
jellies, jams, baking, sauces and juice (mixed 
with other juices). The fruit has also been 
used to flavor wines, beers and liquors. Its 
incredibly high in vitamin C, almost 15x 
per lOOg then oranges! Its full of other 
good • stuff too, including anti-oxidants, 
carotenoids, amino acids, polyphenols and 
flavonoids. Lots of studies have been done 
on the health benefits of these berries. An 
alcohol extract of the seed was shown to 
protect bone marrow from radiation and 


and living fences. The large thorns make for 
a formidable wall when in dense plantings, 
although these need to be protected from 
livestock until they are a few years old. Sea 
Buckthorn also has an incredibly dense root 
system and is excellent for stabilizing soil 
at risk for serious erosion. Its rapid growth 
rate also makes it a good nurse tree for 
other less hardy trees. As well as sheltering 
these trees, it also can provide them with 
nitrogen, because Sea Buckthorn has a 
symbiotic relationship with a bacteria called 
Frankia that fixes nitrogen into the soil 
around it. Once your slower growing trees 
are established, you can frequently prune 
(or coppice) sea buckthorn, releasing small 
bursts of N from the roots of the tree and 
slower release N from the prunings used as 
mulch. 

Sea buckthorn is an easy to care 
for, productive tree, and one that’s good to 
help establish other fruit trees, berry bushes 
and shelter gardens. Its hardiness, early 
productivity and versatility make it a great 
tree to have in your homestead planning 
toolbox. Good luck and happy gardening! 

Feel free to email me any 
questions or comments you might have at 
ianspetrie@gmail.com 



Spring greetings to you! What a wicked 
time of year it is, eh! The sun is shining, the 
snow is melting, the soil is warming, birds 
are chirping and everyone’s gettin SEXY 
thoughts on the brain. It’s only natural after 
all. The air Dracticallv outs on its best Ella 


weather changes, we change along with it. 
We breathe, stretch, grow and evolve - and 
our sex lives and relationships need to keep 
up! For your perusal, I’ve followed suit and 
compiled some of the recent questions I’ve 
been asked to offer advice on. Hopefully 
you can appreciate the lessons, see humor in 
the light hearted bits and maybe even find 
the guts to send in a question of your own! 

—> (thecrookedgoose@gmail. com) < - - 

Before I begin, let me share a little more of 
myself with y’all. I don’t write this column 
simply because I like talking. I mean I LOVE 
talking, but I like to believe that there’s more 
to it than that. I spent many of my late 
teenage years, and some of my 20’s as part 
of a team that offered educational sessions 
on topics ranging from GLBTTQ issues 
to street-life and drug use, while keeping 
focus on human rights/ethics and sexual 
education. I later worked at a Canadian sex 
store that’s a leader in female empowerment, 
trans positive practices and general 
openness towards healthy sexualities. (We 
parted ways because they weren’t as open 
minded towards dirty travelers, HA!) So, I 
have spent a lot of my life talking about sex 
and teaching safe(r) practice. Yes I know 
that we change words every year to try to 
make things more PC, and safe’ may not be 
the appropriate word to use any more - but 
seriously, suck it. I’m a rebel. But I’m YOUR 
rebel. That’s my game. No judgments, no 
assumptions, no nonsense! Now, I’m not 
saying that I’ve got it all figured out, or know 
it all. But one thing I do know, is that a fresh 
perspective can make all the difference. So, 
I’m at your service, here to offer you one. 

If you want to ask any risque questions that 
might not exactly be appropriate to bring up 
at the dinner table, butcher’s block, watering 
hole, hunting trips with your drinking 
pals or at that new workshop with your 
permaculture buddies - then I’m your (wo) 
man! If you have some heavy relationship 
thoughts circling around in your mind 


the host of the oh-so-nostalgic Canadian 
‘Sunday Night’s Sex with Sue’ program, 
I offer you a poorly organized and far 
less classy dreadneck version. “Of all the 
jerk-joints in all world, you had to walk 
into mine..” ENJOY. I regret nothing. 


—> Hi. Ym a bisexual cis-female 
in a relationship with a cisgender straight 
male. We’ve been together a while now and 
recently he’s been suggesting that we add 
another girl to the mix. But here’s the thing , 
it’s not for him. He thinks that I should get a 
girlfriend, that it would alleviate some of the 
tension/pressure on our relationship. I can’t 
say that I don’t think about women from time 
to time but I in no way am wanting to walk 
away from what we have - nor do ever think 
I am hard done by for not having a special 
woman in my life. I just think he might be 
romanticizing the whole idea. He is however, 
capable of discussing it all so rationally and 
logically that I almost find myself convinced. 
But I just don’t think he sees how big of a risk 
it is. We could lose everything! Although, it 
IS fun to imagine a perfect world where we 
could experiment with a unique relationship 
arrangement. Am I crazy for considering this? 

-Nervous Nelly 

Nelly, I for one, am a firm believer in 
the notion that there is no ‘right way’ or 
‘wrong way’ when it comes to love and 
living arrangements. Things that may work 
fabulously for some, are disasters for others. 
I’ve known many people to experiment 
with open relationships, or three way 
arrangements that have gone off without 
many hitches, but I’ve also known others 
to not be able to make it work. The real 
question is what do YOU want? The allure of 
an exciting new idea can cloud inner voices. 
If you believe that you could be happy in a 
relationship with customized boundaries 
(and a few extra hands!) then by all means 
consider it, Don t let yourself fall vktim to 


















plant SB, know that it suckers treeiy, ana is 
considered to be invasive in some regions. 
Have a plan to control or take advantage of 
its prolific nature before you plant to save 
yourself hassle in the long run. 

The ease with which you can grow 
it, however, is off set by the irritation that 
can be trying to harvest it. Navigating those 
thorns can be a little challenging, and the 
berries are pretty persistent in wanting to 
stay attached to the tree. If you wait until 
a good freeze the berries are far easier to 
come off and the thorns are easier to see 
and the fruits are sweeter. Raw, sea berries 
are fairly astringent and oily (at about 9% 
oil) but these nutritious berries are great for 
jellies, jams, baking, sauces and juice (mixed 
with other juices). The fruit has also been 
used to flavor wines, beers and liquors. Its 
incredibly high in vitamin C, almost 15x 
per lOOg then oranges 1 . Its full of other 
good stuff too, including anti-oxidants, 
carotenoids, amino acids, polyphenols and 
flavonoids. Lots of studies have been done 
on the health benefits of these berries. An 
alcohol extract of the seed was shown to 
protect bone marrow from radiation and 
to help the body recover from radiation 
exposure and chemo. The seed oil has been 
used to treat gastric ulcers, and it has liver 
healing and protecting properties. The oil is 
also high in palmitoleic acid which is great 
for the health of your skin and hair, and a 
great additive to skin creams and ointments. 
Hippophae actually means “shiny horse”, 
presumably because of the healthy looking 
coats of the horses eating the tree! 

The tree itself is great in windbreaks 
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productivity and versatility make it a great 
tree to have in your homestead planning 
toolbox. Good luck and happy gardening! 

Feel free to email me any 
questions or comments you might have at 
ianspetrie@gmail.com 



Spring greetings to you! What a wicked 
time of year it is, eh! The sun is shining, the 
snow is melting, the soil is warming, birds 
are chirping and everyone’s gettin SEXY 
thoughts on the brain. Its only natural after 
all. The air practically puts on its best Ella 
Fitzgerald impression and cries, ‘Birds do it! 
Bees do it! Even educated fleas do it! Lets do 
it, lets fall in lo-ove!’ I imagine all the birds 
performing synchronized routines as the 
insects and critters scurry and sashay to the 
beat. Its official, its the time of year where 
we strip off all our winter gear (layer by layer, 
by layer, by layer..) until were buck neked in 
the middle of the kitchen, grinning from 
ear to ear. This is a wide spread tradition, 
yes? It cant just be me.... Moving on! As the 


store that’s a leader in female empowerment, 
trans positive practices and general 
openness towards healthy sexualities. (We 
parted ways because they weren’t as open 
minded towards dirty travelers, HA!) So, I 
have spent a lot of my life talking about sex 
and teaching safe(r) practice. Yes I know 
that we change words every year to try to 
make things more PC, and safe may not be 
the appropriate word to use any more - but 
seriously, suck it. I’m a rebel. But I m YOUR 
rebel. That’s my game. No judgments, no 
assumptions, no nonsense! Now, I’m not 
saying that I’ve got it all figured out, or know 
it all. But one thing I do know, is that a fresh 
perspective can make all the difference. So, 
I’m at your service, here to offer you one. 

If you want to ask any risque questions that 
might not exactly be appropriate to bring up 
at the dinner table, butcher’s block, watering 
hole, hunting trips with your drinking 
pals or at that new workshop with your 
permaculture buddies - then I’m your (wo) 
man! If you have some heavy relationship 
thoughts circling around in your mind 
that you aren’t ready to discuss with your 
partner, I’m all ears. Heard some new sex 
slang that makes you feel old and off your 
game? Grampa, I’m on the case. Even if you 
just have an opinion you feel the urge to 
voice, lay it on me! I’ll respond in the most 
respectful and constructive way that I can, 
while keeping it delightfully crass, of course. 

In the footsteps of Dan Savage and 
pioneers like Dr. Ruth or Sue Johansson 



capable of discussing it all so rationally and 
logically that I almost find myself convinced. 
But I just don't think he sees how big of a risk 
it is. We could lose everything! Although it 
IS fun to imagine a perfect world where we 
could experiment with a unique relationship 
arrangement. Am I crazy for considering this? 

-Nervous Nelly 

Nelly, I for one, am a firm believer in 
the notion that there is no ‘right way or 
‘wrong way’ when it comes to love and 
living arrangements. Things that may work 
fabulously for some, are disasters for others. 
I’ve known many people to experiment 
with open relationships, or three way 
arrangements that have gone off without 
many hitches, but I’ve also known others 
to not be able to make it work. The real 
question is what do YOU want? The allure of 
an exciting new idea can cloud inner voices. 
If you believe that you could be happy in a 
relationship with customized boundaries 
(and a few extra hands!) then by all means 
consider it. Don’t let yourself fall victim to 
the norms of society. Find your own normal, 
and your own happiness. However, I do have 
one concern. The sentence “..alleviate some 
of the tension/pressure on our relationship.” 
rang some alarm bells. When are you 
discussing this idea? Watch the natural 
ebb and flow of your relationship drama 
until you find yourself on an upswing, then 
discuss adding a third. Wait until thing 
are going amazingly, when you’re getting 
laid all the time and loving every minute 
of your relationship and each other - then 
talk about opening up your relationship. Are 
you feeling so much love that you want to 
spread it around? Do you actually want to 
share the magic of your relationship when 
it’s at its peak? If so, then by all means don’t 
let anything hold you back from exploring 
options. But if you have hesitations during 
this time period it’s something to recognize. 
Changing the dynamics of a relationship 
won’t necessarily fix any problems, or make 
things better - sometimes your concerns 
are right and you can be risking quite a lot. 
You wouldn’t recommend that a friend 
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—> My girlfriend and I have hinted 
at the idea of trying butt sex for the first time 
together. Having only seen it on internet porn 
, I have some questions I dont want to ask my 
friends. What should I be prepared for? People 
joke about getting it being messy but its always 
clean in porn. More importantly , will she even 
like it? I really dont want to do it wrong , hurt 
her ; and have her pissed off at me. 

-Man Without a Plan 


to help the body recover from radiation 
exposure and chemo. The seed oil has been 
used to treat gastric ulcers, and it has liver 
healing and protecting properties. The oil is 
also high in palmitoleic acid which is great 
for the health of your skin and hair, and a 
great additive to skin creams and ointments. 
Hippophae actually means ‘shiny horse”, 
presumably because of the healthy looking 
coats of the horses eating the tree! 

The tree itself is great in windbreaks 


an. ine air pracncany puis on us dcsi mia 
Fitzgerald impression and cries, ‘Birds do it! 
Bees do it! Even educated fleas do it! Lets do 
it, lets fall in lo-ove!' I imagine all the birds 
performing synchronized routines as the 
insects and critters scurry and sashay to the 
beat. Its official, its the time of year where 
we strip off all our winter gear (layer by layer, 
by layer, by layer..) until were buck neked in 
the middle of the kitchen, grinning from 
ear to ear. This is a wide spread tradition, 
yes? It cant just be me.... Moving on! As the 


that you aren't ready to discuss with your 
partner, Tm all ears. Heard some new sex 
slang that makes you feel old and off your 
game? Grampa, Tm on the case. Even if you 
just have an opinion you feel the urge to 
voice, lay it on me! I'11 respond in the most 
respectful and constructive way that I can, 
while keeping it delightfully crass, of course. 

In the footsteps of Dan Savage and 
pioneers like Dr. Ruth or Sue Johansson 
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the norms of society. Find your own normal, 
and your own happiness. However, I do have 
one concern. The sentence “..alleviate some 
of the tension/pressure on our relationship.” 
rang some alarm bells. When are you 
discussing this idea? Watch the natural 
ebb and flow of your relationship drama 
until you find yourself on an upswing, then 
discuss adding a third. Wait until thing 
are going amazingly, when you re getting 
laid all the time and loving every minute 
of your relationship and each other - then 
talk about opening up your relationship. Are 
you feeling so much love that you want to 
spread it around? Do you actually want to 
share the magic of your relationship when 
its at its peak? If so, then by all means dont 
let anything hold you back from exploring 
options. But if you have hesitations during 
this time period its something to recognize. 
Changing the dynamics of a relationship 
wont necessarily fix any problems, or make 
things better - sometimes your concerns 
are right and you can be risking quite a lot. 
You wouldn't recommend that a friend 
should have a baby to solve her relationship 
issues, so don't offer yourself similar 
advice. Work to alleviate that relationship 
tension and/or pressures first. When 
you're at the peak of your marital' 
bliss, then consider rolling those dice. 
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Dearest MYAP, to quote Ducky Doolittle, 
a NYC Sex Educator writing for Kinkly, 
“The truth is, you can't guarantee absolutely 
no poop during anal sex. If you and your 
partner want to have butt play, you need to 
remember that poop passes through the anus 
and that is a simply fact of life.” In this article 
she tackles the mess concern and explains 
that the rectum is a channel that fecal matter 
passes through rather than a poo storage 
container. Its not until there is an urge to 
shit, that the passageway is used. So while 
there may be some residue, if the ‘tank is 
empty' so to speak, you shouldn't worry too 
much. Some women like to prepare' for butt 
play by performing warm water enemas. 
However many don't desire to do this as 
incorrectly administered enemas can cause 
bowel irritation or cramping, improper 
temperature can cause damage to the colon 
and you can also accidentally contaminate 
the water leading to the development of 
bacterial cultures and infections. 

As for making it pleasurable for her, it is 
absolutely possible for women to orgasm 
from anal sex. The clitoris has legs that flank 
the urethra, utheral sponge, vagina and 
extend back towards the pubic bone. Google 
it, it's interesting! What this means is that 
because the tissues that separate the inside 
of the vagina from the inside of the anus are 
thin, you can indirectly stimulate the clit 
through anal penetration. Note that many 
women appreciate some accompanying 
clit or vaginal stimulation to reach climax. 
Although orgasm is possible, if you want to 
be sure she's enjoying herself, communicate! 
Before you dive right in you have to be sure 
her body is ready, or else she might tear. 
This tearing can be very painful. For this, 
lube is your best friend. Some helpful tips 
can be found at: http://bestlubezone.com/ 
whats-the-best-lube-for-anal-sex/Lube 
Butts are more absorbent than vaginas. 
If you choose a water based lube, you 
may need to re-apply. Some people prefer 
silicone based lubes because they're better 
at staying put, but you have to wash these 


but neither is better than the other. It's a 
community. As we learn, we pass around 
our knowledge to others in hopes that they 
don't struggle in the same ways we did. 
They will still struggle, but in ways unique 
to them and their situation. Comparing 
yourself to others, and to our partners is 
a dangerous game. We all ride currents 
of ambition and determination, as well as 
those of defeat or exhaustion. Your partner 
could just be riding a different wavelength 
than you at the moment. That doesn't 
necessarily mean that she's regretting 
anything. When someone agrees to go all 
in, give them the benefit of the doubt and 
assume they are. Arguments of who's ‘more 
in it' than the other, are all semantics. That 
being said, I cannot assume your partners 
thoughts or motives. Let's talk about you. 
A close friend always tells me ‘so what', 
when I panic about the all things that 
could happen. This reminds me that I can 
handle it all. Even when it feels unbearable, 
it's never truly the end of the world. If you 
find yourself alone on the acreage, so what? 
Worst case, you'll be able to consider new 
opportunities or tailor your land to suit your 
needs and goals and use those successes as a 
daily reminder of your strength. Remember 
that you'll also have a whole dreadneck 
community to connect with. We'll be 
happy to offer support and have your back. 
Try to keep yourself and your happiness a 
priority, without alienating your partner. 
Rural life can be tough and draining. When 
we take on new challenges and see our lives 
evolving, many of us feel that that means 
we need to close the last chapter of our 
lives, or change how we identify ourselves. 
Your partners stress could reflect this. Her 
trips could very well be a way to reconnect 
with her former self. They could even just 
be an innocent vacation with friends. Talk 
with her. Offer support if she's feeling 
overwhelmed, no strings attached. We don't 
have to abandon who we are or who we were 
but we do have to accept that we are evolving 
every day. (Believe it or not) Give yourself 
and your partner some time to reconnect 


and stop feeling sorry for yourself that you 
have to endure them. Pick the top things 
that you just can't cope with, and talk about 
them. Ask him to do the same for you, and 
bargain. Trade ‘I will try to not do this' 
for a ‘If you try to not do that', use sexual 
favors as punishments if you get caught not 
making an effort. Make it equal, but more 
importantly make it fun. While working 
on this goal of trying to see what you saw 
in the beginning, you can also do this 
(ironically), with space and independence. 
If most of your fights surround exhaustion, 
crankiness, bed dynamics or night time 
quirks then consider separate beds or 
rooms. It may not be ideal - but it can truly 
work wonders on an exhausted relationship. 
Also take breaks! Go visit those friends of 
yours for a few days, or encourage him to 
go accomplish something he's been thinking 
about doing OFF the farm (or away from the 
cabin/camper/shack/tent/bus/yurt/igloo). 
Both of you need some alone time on the 
plot of land you are occupying to remember 
what goals you'd had for yourself and for 
the space. Both of you also need time away 
from that place, to re-connect with friends 
and remember who you were before moving 
there. Remember the ambitions you had and 
make them a priority. Maybe you wanted to 
paint more but had trouble finding the time. 
ANYTHING! Just find the time and make 
you the priority. That's your second goal. 
Naturally when you focus more on your 
own tasks, your partner will have the time 
to do the same. Watching your partner 
focus on their own personal projects can 
accidentally be an aphrodisiac all on its own! 
Lastly your final goal is be honest with 
yourself. Find your truth. Don't force 
yourself upon a relationship that isn't 
organic. Don't settle, while allowing yourself 
hurdles. Relationships are hard enough 
without straining them with isolation. It's a 
lot of pressure to put on yourself and your 
partner, so be sure to recognize that for what 
it is. It can be easy to mislabel a hurdle as an 
exit sign, and even sometimes to misread a 
red flag warning as a molehill. Imagine vour 


Firstly, some engineering. There are two 
main ways of building a gable roof. One 
involves a large horizontal ridge beam 
running the length of the building. This 
beam in turn sits on top of load bearing 
posts in the walls. The rafters sit on top of 
the beam and the side walls. The other more 
common light framing method eliminates 
the beam and has the rafters butt up against 
each other at the peak with the help of a thin 
non-load bearing ridge board that helps tie 
everything together. This lighter system also 
needs ceiling joists to tie the walls together 
at every rafter and collar ties further up the 
rafter. With a ridge beam system you can 
have open ceilings, whereas the ridge board 
system creates a loft. There are different 
ways these can interact with your insulation, 
electrical and ceiling so you have to think 
about all that before making a decision. We 
are going to figure out how to make rafters 
for a ridge board system but the rafters in 
both are almost identical. The sizing of the 
framing members will change on every 
building and depends on snow loads, spans 
and species, so make sure and pick the brains 
of local builders before deciding on how big 
your rafters should be or how closely they 
are spaced, and if in doubt go big. If your 
roof fails your whole building will probably 
be ruined. 



So on to triangles. Wonderful simple. 










As for making it pleasurable for her, it is 
absolutely possible for women to orgasm 
from anal sex. The clitoris has legs that flank 
the urethra, utheral sponge, vagina and 
extend back towards the pubic bone. Google 
it, it’s interesting! What this means is that 
because the tissues that separate the inside 
of the vagina from the inside of the anus are 
thin, you can indirectly stimulate the clit 
through anal penetration. Note that many 
women appreciate some accompanying 
clit or vaginal stimulation to reach climax. 
Although orgasm is possible, if you want to 
be sure she’s enjoying herself, communicate! 
Before you dive right in you have to be sure 
her body is ready, or else she might tear. 
This tearing can be very painful. For this, 
lube is your best friend. Some helpful tips 
can be found at: http://bestlubezone.com/ 

whats-the-best-lube-for-anal-sex/Lube 

Butts are more absorbent than vaginas. 
If you choose a water based lube, you 
may need to re-apply. Some people prefer 
silicone based lubes because they’re better 
at staying put, but you have to wash these 
to get them off. (Which could be annoying 
if you don’t have running water) Also be 
sure that your lube and condom brand are 
compatible. Now that you’ve got her all 
lubed up, time to rev her up! Take a look at 
your wang, and imagine something that size 
entering your own holiest of holies. Does 
it look bigger now? You’ve got work your 
way up to being able to penetrate her with 
something that size. Start by slowly adding 
in more and more funky butt lovin to your 
regular routine. Tease her brown star and 
toss her salad, baby! Use some lubed up 
fingers to gently stretch the anal canal before 
introducing her to your (potentially not so) 
little friend. Communication is key. Ask her 
to tell you when she’s liking it, or when shes 
wanting something different. Bon voyage! 

—> A few years ago my partner and 
1 raced 'back to the land’. We've be trucking 
along at our pace getting our acreage set up, 
but recently I’m beginning to wonder if she’s 
rpnllv rut out for this. She seems to dream 


it’s never truly the end of the world. If you 
find yourself alone on the acreage, so what? 
Worst case, you’ll be able to consider new 
opportunities or tailor your land to suit your 
needs and goals and use those successes as a 
daily reminder of your strength. Remember 
that you’ll also have a whole dreadneck 
community to connect with. We 11 be 
happy to offer support and have your back. 
Try to keep yourself and your happiness a 
priority, without alienating your partner. 
Rural life can be tough and draining. When 
we take on new challenges and see our lives 
evolving, many of us feel that that means 
we need to close the last chapter of our 
lives, or change how we identify ourselves. 
Your partners stress could reflect this. Her 
trips could very well be a way to reconnect 
with her former self. They could even just 
be an innocent vacation with friends. Talk 
with her. Offer support if she’s feeling 
overwhelmed, no strings attached. We don’t 
have to abandon who we are or who we were 
but we do have to accept that we are evolving 
every day. (Believe it or not) Give yourself 
and your partner some time to reconnect 
with your former selves, get wasted with 
pals and order late night pizza or indulge in 
running water - and then meet in the middle 
to reconnect with your ambitions for the 
future. Don’t let your anxiety and plethora 
of ‘what if’s’ stop you from enjoying the 
chapter of your life you’re currently living in. 

—> When my partner and I moved 
out to the middle of nowhere years ago, we 
thought were in paradise. Over time the 
magic of it all started to wear away and in 
the last year it’s obvious that there’s a wedge 
driven between us. We try to stay friendly, but 
everything he does irritates me so badly that 
I quickly snap. We fight all the time, and it’s 
starting to feel hopeless. We have supports, a 
few friends close by and more are just a phone 
call away. But it’s not enough, when it’s just 
the two of us we’re miserable. I think it’s the 
end, and it sucks. Any last minute advice 
before I give up entirely? 

-Waving the White Flag 


plot ot land you are occupying to rcmsiuuw 
what goals you’d had for yourself and for 
the space. Both of you also need time away 
from that place, to re-connect with friends 
and remember who you were before moving 
there. Remember the ambitions you had and 
make them a priority. Maybe you wanted to 
paint more but had trouble finding the time. 
ANYTHING! Just find the time and make 
you the priority. That’s your second goal. 
Naturally when you focus more on your 
own tasks, your partner will have the time 
to do the same. Watching your partner 
focus on their own personal projects can 
accidentally be an aphrodisiac all on its own! 
Lastly your final goal is be honest with 
yourself. Find your truth. Don’t force 
yourself upon a relationship that isnt 
organic. Don’t settle, while allowing yourself 
hurdles. Relationships are hard enough 
without straining them with isolation. It’s a 
lot of pressure to put on yourself and your 
partner, so be sure to recognize that for what 
it is. It can be easy to mislabel a hurdle as an 
exit sign, and even sometimes to misread a 
red flag warning as a molehill. Imagine your 
relationship as a moccasin. Try it on for size. 
Is there wiggle room? Is it stretched too thin? 
Are you bursting out the seams, or lost in the 
fabric? Ask whether or not it can be mended 
or tailored to fit. You’d be surprised what you 
can patch up when you really put the effort in. 
Best of luck to you and yours, and feel free to 
follow up with us. 



When designing cabins lots of people 
seem to default to having shed roofs as 
opposed to gables because they think that 
gable framing is too complicated for a 
DIYer. They are a little more difficult, but 
with a little understanding of how triangles 
work and some basic engineering concepts 
they should be doable for anyone willing to 


building and depends on snow loads, spans 
and species, so make sure and pick the brains 
of local builders before deciding on how big 
your rafters should be or how closely they 
are spaced, and if in doubt go big. If your 
roof fails your whole building will probably 
be ruined. 



So on to triangles. Wonderful, simple, 
strong triangles. The basis of most structural 
engineering. Anyone remember Pythagoras? 
Old Greek dude who started a religion based 
on mathematics. His most famous discovery 
was that in a right-angled triangle if you take 
the two shorter sides, square them and add 
them together, their total number will be the 
same as the long side squared. It is usually 
expressed as a 2 + b 2 = c 2 where the triangle 
looks like this: 



Why do we care? Well, right angled 
triangles are important because we can use 
them to make sure our buildings are square, 
if mate nnr huildines sauare it makes 
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to get them off. (Which could be annoying 
if you don’t have running water) Also be 
sure that your lube and condom brand are 
compatible. Now that youve got her all 
lubed up, time to rev her up! Take a look at 
your wang, and imagine something that size 
entering your own holiest of holies. Does 
it look bigger now? YouVe got work your 
way up to being able to penetrate her with 
something that size. Start by slowly adding 
in more and more funky butt lovin to your 
regular routine. Tease her brown star and 
toss her salad, baby! Use some lubed up 
fingers to gently stretch the anal canal before 
introducing her to your (potentially not so) 
little friend. Communication is key. Ask her 
to tell you when shes liking it, or when she’s 
wanting something different. Bon voyage! 

~ > A few years ago my partner and 
I raced ‘back to the land ’. Weve be trucking 
along at our pace getting our acreage set up, 
but recently I’m beginning to wonder if shes 
really cut out for this. She seems to dream 
about the perks of the city, normal obstacles 
are made out to be insurmountable, and 
shes been planning more trips to visit friends 
in places where pizza-delivery and running 
water are still a thing. Ym scared she will 
wake up one day fed up, and leave me here to 
tackle it all on my own. Any advice? 

-Sponge-Bath Savvy Sally 

Sally, when it comes to our sub-culture of 
punkified rural life, an important thing to 
remember is that we are all winging it. All 
of us wayward drifters who sought country 
life are constantly learning, making mistakes 
and trying to find unique solutions in this 
new lifestyle. Whether we’ve been at it for 
6 months or 6 years, we are all learning. 
We may be at different stages of learning. 
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with your former selves, get wasted with 
pals and order late night pizza or indulge in 
running water - and then meet in the middle 
to reconnect with your ambitions for the 
future. Don’t let your anxiety and plethora 
of ‘what if’s’ stop you from enjoying the 
chapter of your life you’re currently living in. 

—> When my partner and I moved 
out to the middle of nowhere years ago, we 
thought were in paradise. Over time the 
magic of it all started to wear away and in 
the last year its obvious that theres a wedge 
driven between us. We try to stay friendly, but 
everything he does irritates me so badly that 
I quickly snap. We fight all the time, and its 
starting to feel hopeless. We have supports, a 
few friends close by and more are just a phone 
call away. But its not enough, when its just 
the two of us were miserable. I think its the 
end, and it sucks. Any last minute advice 
before I give up entirely? 

-Waving the White Flag 

Well first of all WWF, you my friend, are 
NOT alone. Every couple ever encounters 
difficulties in trying to keep the magic alive 
over time, and every couple who has ever 
lived in isolation are familiar with similar 
challenges. My advice to you, is to focus 
on 3 goals. You’ve got nothing to lose at 
this point, so bear with me. Your first goal 
is to ultimately find a way to see what you 
saw in him at the beginning. Look closer 
to find the things he does that you used to 
love and find endearing. See the irritating 
things for what they are and ask yourself 
if they are legitimate concerns. Could you 
feel 100% secure in losing your long term 

significant other because of the way he. 

(enter pet peeve here)...ex. eats, snores, 
steals the blankets, says ‘nothing’, tracks 
snow inside, etc. Force yourself out of the 
routine of getting worked up, recognize 
the actions for the silly things that they are 
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relationship as a moccasin. Try it on for size. 
Is there wiggle room? Is it stretched too thin? 
Are you bursting out the seams, or lost in the 
fabric? Ask whether or not it can be mended 
or tailored to fit. You’d be surprised what you 
can patch up when you really put the effort in. 
Best of luck to you and yours, and feel free to 
follow up with us. 



When designing cabins lots of people 
seem to default to having shed roofs as 
opposed to gables because they think that 
gable framing is too complicated for a 
DIYer. They are a little more difficult, but 
with a little understanding of how triangles 
work and some basic engineering concepts 
they should be doable for anyone willing to 
exercise their brain a little bit. I think gables 
look a lot nicer than shed roofs and offer 
more protection to the building. Having the 
confidence to build them can provide you 
with more design options when it comes 
to putting together your shack sweet shack. 

Remember being in high school maths 
class and thinking “I’m never going to use 
this crap”? Well now you are. Things might 
get a bit heavy, but the good news is that if 
you can wrap your noggin around this you 
have figured out a huge part of the geometry 
you need to build a house. And unless 
you’re a nerd like me who likes figuring 
out how to build ellipses and spirals, you 
probably won’t have anything much more 
complicated. Seriously, you’re all smart and 
it’s not that hard. There are lots of different 
ways to understand it, I’ll go through a few 
and hopefully one of them will work for you. 
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strong triangles. The basis of most structural 
engineering. Anyone remember Pythagoras? 
Old Greek dude who started a religion based 
on mathematics. His most famous discovery 
was that in a right-angled triangle if you take 
the two shorter sides, square them and add 
them together, their total number will be the 
same as the long side squared. It is usually 
expressed as a 2 + b 2 = c 2 where the triangle 
looks like this: 



Why do we care? Well, right angled 
triangles are important because we can use 
them to make sure our buildings are square. 
If we make our buildings square it makes 
everything easier; sheathing, flooring, 
roofing, cabinets, trim, everything. If you 
take your time making sure the framing is 
square you save it tenfold later on. If you 
only remember one thing from this lesson, 
let it be this: 




























This is the simplest way of expressing 
the Pythagorean theorem. 

3 2 + 4 2 = 5 2 , or 9 + 16 = 25. 

We can use this simple triangle to 
check our walls and framing are square 
before calling it good. If you carefully 
measure 3 feet out one direction from a 
corner, and 4 feet in the other direction, 
the distance between these two points will 
be 5 feet if the corner is square, or 90°. If 
it doesn’t add up properly, the corner isn’t 
square. Sometimes you have to be smart 
about how you are measuring and marking, 
and a helper is useful but it has to work. Its 
the law. You can also multiply all sides of the 
triangle, making a 6,8,10 triangle or a 9,12,15 
triangle if that will help to increase accuracy. 

Onto our rafter. Firstly we need to know 
the span, which is the measurement from 
outside to outside of the walls (including 
sheathing if its already on). In this example 
the span is 16! Each rafter will have a run of 
half that, or 8’ or 96” horizontally. 

The next thing to do is figure out how 
high the peak will be. This is determined by 
deciding what pitch the roof will have. The 
North American standard of describing 
a roof pitch will look like 6:12 or 8: 12 etc. 
We will use 6:12. What this means is that for 
every 12” horizontal run, the roof will rise 
6”. In a triangle it looks like this: 



(we will solve x in a minute) 
If the horizontal distance of our rafter is 
96”, the vertical rise will be 48”. We get this 
by multiplying the roof triangle by 8 on all 
sides. The theoretical length of our rafter 
will be the long side, or hypotenuse (c) of 
the triangle. 


number expressed in 16ths. Round to the 
nearest whole number (5) and you have 
a close enough expression of the number 
in inches, making our rafter length 107 
5/16”. If you look back at the decimal 
you can see that .3312 is a bit bigger than 
.250 or */4, so 5/16 seems about right. 

Go get your first rafter board. Make sure it is 
long enough for the theoretical length plus 
a couple of feet for the overhang. It should 
be as straight as possible because you will 
use this to transfer the shape of the first 
rafter to all the other ones. You should keep 
using the original one to mark them out. Do 
not change this, because you could end up 
with small variations being multiplied and 
making them worse and worse as you go. 
The first mark to make is the top cut where 
the rafter will be at the peak of the roof. Lay 
your rafter down flat somewhere you can 
work on it easily and imagine it in place. You 
need to draw a plumb or vertical line at the 
top. You can use either your speed square 
(the small triangle one) or a framing square 
(the big L shaped one). To use the speed 
square, place the lipped edge along the top 
of the board and pivot it (where it probably 
says PIVOT) until the edge of the board is 
passing through the 6 mark (because we 
are building a 6:12 roof) Be careful here, 
because there are two sets of marks: one 
that says COMMON and one that says HIP/ 
VAL. You have to use the COMMON one. 
Along the edge of the square the angle will 
be marked in degrees, which is also useful to 
know. Mark along the edge of the square and 
you should have a plumb line. 



number. The simplest way to do this is just to 
pick the length of your overhang (e.g. 30”), 
mark it along the top of the rafter, and draw 
a plumb line for the tail end of your board. 
You can also choose a projection distance, 
which is actually the protection offered to 
your walls, and solve the triangle to get your 
overhang length. You don’t have to cut the 
tails plumb, they can be cut square or have 
another design on them if you want. Just 
make sure you have a plan for how your 
fascia boards are going to look when you re 
finished. Cut the tail off and we just have one 
last thing to do. If you look at the top of the 
roof construction, there is a lx (or %”) ridge 
board in the middle. We need to shorten 
the top of the rafter to account for this, so 
measure back half this thickness from your 
theoretical peak plumb line (3/8”) and draw 
your final line and cut it. 



a template! It should look like this: 



up, laying out and cutting all the rafters, 
figuring out how to get them up there, 


Our formula is: 

Tangent (Tan) of X° = O/A 
Tan X° = 48/96 
Tan X° = .5 
X° = 26.565° 

And to solve the length of H, our formula 

is: Cosine(Cos)X° = A/H 

Cos 26.565° = 96/H 

.89442 = 96/H 

H(.89442) = 96 

H =96/.89442 

H = 107.332 or 107 5/16” 
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Intro to the Rat Farm Guide 


The image of the doomsday prepper with 
a lifetime supply of junk food in an under¬ 
ground bomb shelter might be a fun plot for 
a zombie novel, but its not what the Practi¬ 
cal Prepper does. In fact, surviving disasters 
and long-term scenarios is secondary here 
on Rat Farm. Our immediate goal is keeping 
ourselves fed and maintained in the present. 
Getting by on a day-to-day basis needs to 
happen before we can think about the fu¬ 
ture, let alone prepare for it, and when we 
do stock and plan for tomorrow it is out of 
necessity and a rational mind. 

Practical Prepping is about accounting for 
the basics and working to ensure that you’re 
never without. Its not about zombies or so¬ 
cietal collapse but about basic safety, health, 
and personal responsibility. If these things 
appeal to you but youre not sure how to take 
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half that, or 8’ or 96” horizontally. 

The next thing to do is figure out how 
high the peak will be. This is determined by 
deciding what pitch the roof will have. The 
North American standard of describing 
a roof pitch will look like 6:12 or 8: 12 etc. 
We will use 6:12. What this means is that for 
every 12” horizontal run, the roof will rise 
6” In a triangle it looks like this: 



(we will solve x in a minute) 
If the horizontal distance of our rafter is 
96”, the vertical rise will be 48”. We get this 
by multiplying the roof triangle by 8 on all 
sides. The theoretical length of our rafter 
will be the long side, or hypotenuse (c) of 
the triangle. 



We can find this number by solving 
the small triangle and multiplying it by 8 or 
by solving the big triangle. You will need a 
calculator unless you are bona fide genius. 
Using the formula a 2 + b 2 = c 2 on the big 
triangle: 

(48) 2 + (96) 2 = c 2 
2304+ 9216 = c 2 
11520 = c 2 

Vll520 = c 

107.3312 = c 

This is the theoretical length of your rafter 
in inches. 

Solving it the other way, the small triangle 
is solved as 
6 2 + 12 2 = x 2 
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top. You can use either your speed square 
(the small triangle one) or a framing square 
(the big L shaped one). To use the speed 
square, place the lipped edge along the top 
of the board and pivot it (where it probably 
says PIVOT) until the edge of the board is 
passing through the 6 mark (because we 
are building a 6:12 roof) Be careful here, 
because there are two sets of marks: one 
that says COMMON and one that says HIP/ 
VAL. You have to use the COMMON one. 
Along the edge of the square the angle will 
be marked in degrees, which is also useful to 
know. Mark along the edge of the square and 
you should have a plumb line. 



Don’t get excited and cut this yet, 
but lets call this the theoretical peak. Now 
from this point measure along the top of the 
board 107 5/16”. Be careful, get someone to 
help hold the tape if you can. A good trick 
is use the 10” mark instead of trying to get 
the end of the tape to stay in place where 
its awkward and not hooked on. Just be 
sure to add on 10” to your measurement 
and double check it. Some people use the 1” 
mark (burning an inch), but its much easier 
to see a 10” mistake over a 1”. Set your speed 
square up (again) on the top of the rafter and 
rotate it through to the 6 mark (again) and 
mark another plumb line. This is the line 
where your rafter passes over the wall. In 
order to help the rafter sit down on the wall 
and not roll over easily, we need to mark 
and cut what is known as a bird’s mouth cut. 
From the bottom of the board mark a point 
1 Vi” up, and mark another line square to 
this so that it runs out the bottom edge of the 
board after a couple of inches. A flat square 
is much easier for making this mark. Go 
ahead and cut this notch out. You’ll need a 
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Finally, you have a rafter you can use as 
a template! It should look like this: 



up, laying out and cutting all the rafters, 
figuring out how to get them up there, 
building an overhang on the front and back 
with flying rafters, putting in your ceiling 
joists and strapping it, and I dont have 
space to describe all that stuff. Once again, 
dont be intimidated. Even if you didn’t do 
well in maths class, with some practice you 
can figure it out, and you can design and 
build gable roofs. Finding someone who 
is patient and can explain it in person is 
always a good option, and you can always 
start by building a dog house or a small shed 
to start with and build your confidence. 

To go back to triangles, everyone’s 
brain works differently. In case you are 
someone who understands angles better 
than similar triangles, here’s how to get 
the rafter length using trigonometry. 
You’ll need a scientific calculator. 
Our roof triangle looks like this: 



The image of the doomsday prepper with 
a lifetime supply of junk food in an under¬ 
ground bomb shelter might be a fun plot for 
a zombie novel, but it’s not what the Practi¬ 
cal Prepper does. In fact, surviving disasters 
and long-term scenarios is secondary here 
on Rat Farm. Our immediate goal is keeping 
ourselves fed and maintained in the present. 
Getting by on a day-to-day basis needs to 
happen before we can think about the fu¬ 
ture, let alone prepare for it, and when we 
do stock and plan for tomorrow it is out of 
necessity and a rational mind. 

Practical Prepping is about accounting for 
the basics and working to ensure that you’re 
never without. It’s not about zombies or so¬ 
cietal collapse but about basic safety, health, 
and personal responsibility. If these things 
appeal to you but you’re not sure how to take 
the first step, this is the place. Comprised of 
first-hand experience, the Rat Farm Guide is 
by no means a definitive source, but it will 
give you basic information and show you 
what worked for us so you can fine-tune the 
approach to your own situation. 

Our goal in providing this guide is to give 
everyone an obtainable concept of self-reli¬ 
ance with an easy start. The Rat Farm Guide 
is a beginner’s guide to homesteading and 
frugal survival with an emphasis on small 
scale projects and preparedness. 

-Judas & The Fam 


Reasons to Store Food 

Simply put; non-perishable food stores are 
the single best investment you can make. If 
managed properly they never lose function 
or value, many foods can last for decades, 
and no matter how much you have it will 
be used eventually. It’s economical; bulk 
amounts are eenerallv cheaner than stan- 

















We can find this number by solving 
the small triangle and multiplying it by 8 or 
by solving the big triangle. You will need a 
calculator unless you are bona fide genius. 
Using the formula a 2 + b 2 = c 2 on the big 
triangle: 

(48) 2 + (96) 2 = c 2 
2304+ 9216 = c 2 
11520 = c 2 

Vll520 = c 

107.3312 = c 

This is the theoretical length of your rafter 
in inches. 

Solving it the other way, the small triangle 

is solved as 

6 2 + 12 2 = x 2 

36 + 144 = x 2 

180 =x 2 

13.4164 = x 



Multiply x by 8 to turn the small triangle 
intothebigtriangleandyouget 107.3312again. 
There is still lots to do, but this is a really 
good point to be able to get to. The decimal 
number is accurate but a bit awkward if 
you have a tape measure that measures 
in 16ths of an inch, so here's a neat trick: 
First take away the whole number - 
107 - and multiply the decimal by 16. 
.3312 x 16 = 5.2992. This is the decimal 


Don't get excited and cut this yet, 
but lets call this the theoretical peak. Now 
from this point measure along the top of the 
board 107 5/16” Be careful, get someone to 
help hold the tape if you can. A good trick 
is use the 10” mark instead of trying to get 
the end of the tape to stay in place where 
its awkward and not hooked on. Just be 
sure to add on 10” to your measurement 
and double check it. Some people use the 1” 
mark (burning an inch), but its much easier 
to see a 10” mistake over a 1”. Set your speed 
square up (again) on the top of the rafter and 
rotate it through to the 6 mark (again) and 
mark another plumb line. This is the line 
where your rafter passes over the wall. In 
order to help the rafter sit down on the wall 
and not roll over easily, we need to mark 
and cut what is known as a bird's mouth cut. 
From the bottom of the board mark a point 
1 W* up, and mark another line square to 
this so that it runs out the bottom edge of the 
board after a couple of inches. A flat square 
is much easier for making this mark. Go 
ahead and cut this notch out. YouTl need a 
hand saw to get into the corner. The bottom 
edge of this is where the rafter will sit on top 
of the wall. 



Almost there, one big thing and one 
small thing left to do. In order to protect 
your walls and keep rain and snow away 
from your building, your rafters need to 
be extended past the wall. The bigger the 
better, a lot of builders make them too small 
for my liking. The horizontal distance from 
the wall is called the projection and the 
equivalent length along the rafter is called 
the overhang. The overhang will be a longer 


building an overhang on the front and back 
with flying rafters, putting in your ceiling 
joists and strapping it, and I dont have 
space to describe all that stuff. Once again, 
dont be intimidated. Even if you didn't do 
well in maths class, with some practice you 
can figure it out, and you can design and 
build gable roofs. Finding someone who 
is patient and can explain it in person is 
always a good option, and you can always 
start by building a dog house or a small shed 
to start with and build your confidence. 

To go back to triangles, everyone's 
brain works differently. In case you are 
someone who understands angles better 
than similar triangles, heres how to get 
the rafter length using trigonometry. 
YouTl need a scientific calculator. 
Our roof triangle looks like this: 



We can use the naming convention 
of H,0 and A to name the triangle in 
relation to the angle we are working on. H 
is the Hypotenuse or long side across from 
the square angle, O is Opposite and A is 
Adjacent. In order to solve the triangle we 
need to find the angle. 


the first step, this is the place. Comprised of 
first-hand experience, the Rat Farm Guide is 
by no means a definitive source, but it will 
give you basic information and show you 
what worked for us so you can fine-tune the 
approach to your own situation. 

Our goal in providing this guide is to give 
everyone an obtainable concept of self-reli¬ 
ance with an easy start. The Rat Farm Guide 
is a beginners guide to homesteading and 
frugal survival with an emphasis on small 
scale projects and preparedness. 

-Judas & The Fam 


Reasons to Store Food 

Simply put; non-perishable food stores are 
the single best investment you can make. If 
managed properly they never lose function 
or value, many foods can last for decades, 
and no matter how much you have it will 
be used eventually. Its economical; bulk 
amounts are generally cheaper than stan¬ 
dard retail sizes, you also have a strategic 
edge by having a supply when prices fluctu¬ 
ate or items become scarce. 

Food storage equals safety through big and 
small emergencies, whether it be severe 
weather, illness or injury, job loss, market 
disruptions, or civil unrest. Always hav¬ 
ing food on hand offers a unique sense of 
self-sufficiency and self-satisfaction, its 
comforting to know you and your family are 
fed! 

While extreme scenarios aren't impossible, 
the more common and likely events are 
what you're primarily planning for. The goal 
is being safe and maintaining a basic stan¬ 
dard of living despite external forces and in¬ 
deed, even despite income. We on Rat Farm 
















currently feed ourselves on less than $150 
a month per person with extra food going 
into a storage rotation plus food for pets and 
cleaning/hygiene supplies all coming out 
of the same budget. Food storage may take 
time to build up but it can be done on just 
about any income and though initial bulk 
purchases cost more than small portions, 
they’ll save you money in the long run be¬ 
cause they re cheaper per unit. 

The decision to store food is an important 
philosophical inquiry into self-reliance; 
what kind of a life do we decide to have and 
what kind of participant in society do we 
choose to be? When emergencies happen 
and friends, family, neighbors, charities, and 
government agencies must funnel resources 
to the unprepared, less resources remain to 
go around. Help is often not immediate and 
when it is its the neighbor with a surplus, 
not FEMA, that delivers it. How many peo¬ 
ple who find themselves in an emergency 
situation are that way because of extreme 
and unavoidable circumstances versus a 
failure to plan ahead? A strong society is 
built on personal responsibility. If everyone 
took the initiative and made the effort to 
plan and be ready for the unfortunate, those 
who are truly in need would be far fewer 
and much easier to help without resources 
stretched thin. We might even be prepared 
enough to help our immediate neighbors 
and end reliance on distant, ineffective gov¬ 
ernment agencies. Self-reliance is a question 
of self-responsibility and a philosophy of liv¬ 
ing. The question isn’t “why should you store 
food”, but rather “why would you want your 
wellbeing to be the responsibility of anyone 
other than yourself?” 

How to Store 

There are a couple of key things to keep in 
mind with storage; food simply needs to be 
dry, cool, dark, and free of as much oxygen 
as possible. Good conditions are paramount 


tainers and warm everything up so find 
(or make) a dark location for your storage. 
Small portions in current use will be con¬ 
sumed quickly enough that degradation isn’t 
the issue it is for long term storage. Feel free 
to portion out smaller amounts for conve¬ 
nience without worry. You can do this in jars 
or other containers, out on a counter or in 
other open places in the kitchen. 

Bucket accessibility: 

A bucket opener or “pickle wrench” is an 
inexpensive way to easily remove pry top 
bucket lids without killing your fingers; just 
hook the lip of the lid and break the seal, 
working your way around as you go. They 
retail for a few dollars and last forever. Stash 
a pickle wrench if you’re going to be opening 
food buckets, even if you have no problem 
opening them you never know when an in¬ 
jury might occur. Its easier on your hands 
and might even keep you from developing 
stress related problems, such as carpal tun¬ 
nel. If you or someone in your household 
needs something easier to open or you just 
want functional convenience, Gamma Seal 
Lids are awesome. They seal very tightly and 
reliably while remaining easy to open and 
close for anyone with disabilities. They also 
save time if you open buckets frequently. 
Pickle wrenches have a raised X in the plas¬ 
tic to grab and spin on large threads, lock¬ 
ing with a rubber gasket. YouTl have to open 
the buckets once to install the new lid but 
if you need assistance find someone to swap 
multiple buckets at once; its very simple and 
quick. Set the Gamma lid with rim on top 
of an open bucket and push straight down 
until it locks, the rim will stay attached to 
the bucket when you twist off the lid. While 
these were once specialized items through 
preparedness warehouses, now you can 
readily buy them from local and big box 
hardware stores and various places online. 
They retail for about $6-9 and you can save 
money by buying only a few (one for each 


remain safe. Bring the temperature of any 
meats or hazardous foods up to HOF (60C) 
or higher to ensure safety. Eat perishables 
before non-perishables to reduce waste. 

Where to Store 

Cupboards, closets, spare rooms, basements, 
and garages can all be suitable pantries for 
your food supply. Don t worry if your stor¬ 
age area isnt an ideal walk-in pantry located 
next to the kitchen. Even a bedroom closet 
(or the room itself) is fine. Keep moisture, 
temperature, and light in mind and don t be 
afraid to get creative or maybe even “un-cre- 
ative”. You definitely wouldn’t be the first 
person with a hallway lined with food buck¬ 
ets or a kitchen with a stack in the corner. 
Just keep in mind who may see your stash 
and remember that people get desperate 
in an emergency. The kind of person who 
doesn’t see the value of planning ahead also 
won’t understand why you need “so much”. 
As a general rule of thumb you should keep 
the bulk of your storage private if not care¬ 
fully hidden or locked up. 

Keep your stores out of direct sunlight by 
putting them behind a door or curtain or in 
a dark location such as a closet, spare room, 
basement, or garage. The cooler your loca¬ 
tion is without freezing, the better, making 
basements ideal but even a door kept shut 
on a closet can make a significant drop in 
temperature from an otherwise warm room. 
Garages may only be suitable during colder. 
Remember that below room temperature is 
where you want your food. 

When storing in a basement or any envi¬ 
ronment that could flood (be it nature or a 
burst pipe) be sure items are stored off the 
floor. Shelves or wood pallets will do nicely 
in most instances. Depending on where you 
live you may need to take special precau¬ 
tions. If you store food against a cool exte¬ 
rior wall (particularly in a basement) leave 


other peoples gardens and then get suited up 
and make an inspection of their hives. 

The first time I went to one of these 
meetings I was smitten. A fine summers day, 
with clouds of content bees buzzing around 
and giving off the pheromones that are al¬ 
most soporific, creating a deeply meditative 
state of mind as you enter into the world of 
the bees. 

Our first bees arrived by mistake. We had 
been going to apiary days for a year or so 
and got to know an elderly beekeeper called 
John from the small island of Raasay. He is 
in his late eighties now. Having taken it up as 
a boy of 14, his knowledge on every aspect 
of the hive is wonderful to listen to. He uses 
nature as a guide to what is happening inside 
the colony. “When the shooting stars arrive 
in October it will be time to set them for the 
winter” he told me. I could always turn to 
him for advice; even the most innocuous ob¬ 
servation would have a world of meaning in 
relationship to the hive. John had received 
10 queens in the post from an abbey in Dev¬ 
on, during the Volcanic ash cloud in Iceland, 
which made flying anywhere impossible, so 
these needed to be housed quickly. John 
handed me a boxful when I went to see him 
just to buy hive parts. I had to get them into 
my car and home and then figure out how to 
get them from one box into another. A steep 
learning curve begun. 

It is a compulsive hobby. Once you get into 
it you will become hooked, once you begin 
to observe and handle bees you will become 
fascinated by the complexity and order of 
their world. Our garden has blossomed 
in the last five years. They bring life to the 
village plants as well as annoyance to some 
neighbors (last year I collected 14 swarms 
from various gardens), but bees are docile in 
a Swarm. They will not sting you. However, 
you will need to get stung to see how you 
react. With me I found out that I have a very 
bad reaction to stings, not anaphylactic, but 
bad enough to rush myself off to hospital a 
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and unavoidable circumstances versus a 
failure to plan ahead? A strong society is 
built on personal responsibility. If everyone 
took the initiative and made the effort to 
plan and be ready for the unfortunate, those 
who are truly in need would be far fewer 
and much easier to help without resources 
stretched thin. We might even be prepared 
enough to help our immediate neighbors 
and end reliance on distant, ineffective gov¬ 
ernment agencies. Self-reliance is a question 
of self- responsibility and a philosophy of liv¬ 
ing. The question isn’t “why should you store 
food”, but rather “why would you want your 
wellbeing to be the responsibility of anyone 
other than yourself?” 


How to Store 

There are a couple of key things to keep in 
mind with storage; food simply needs to be 
dry, cool, dark, and free of as much oxygen 
as possible. Good conditions are paramount 
to the longevity and nutritional content of 
your stores. 

For temperature: 50-70F (10-21C) is ideal 
for canned items. At 75F (28C) prolonged 
exposure increases nutrient loss. Tempera¬ 
tures over 100F (37C) will rapidly degrade 
canned items. Freezing poses a danger to 
anything packed in liquid that could ex¬ 
pand and break, both metal cans and glass 
jars. Dry items are less susceptible to tem¬ 
perature and through the course of history 
whole grains and legumes have endured ex¬ 
tremes in both heat and cold. Refrigerated 
and frozen foods, while far from the bulk of 
otherwise non-perishable supplies, are nev¬ 
ertheless an important part of food storage 
and should be kept at least 40F (4C) or OF 
(-18C), respectively. 

Air, moisture, pests, and environmental 
contaminants such as mold are general¬ 
ly prevented by good containers. If storing 
in less than ideal places (such as a damp 
basement or where mice might nibble) re¬ 
package things that come in cloth sacks or 
naner oackaeina, either by transferring to 


stress related problems, such as carpal tun- 
nel. If you or someone in your household 
needs something easier to open or you just 
want functional convenience, Gamma Seal 
Lids are awesome. They seal very tightly and 
reliably while remaining easy to open and 
close for anyone with disabilities. They also 
save time if you open buckets frequently. 
Pickle wrenches have a raised X in the plas¬ 
tic to grab and spin on large threads, lock¬ 
ing with a rubber gasket. You’ll have to open 
the buckets once to install the new lid but 
if you need assistance find someone to swap 
multiple buckets at once; it’s very simple and 
quick. Set the Gamma lid with rim on top 
of an open bucket and push straight down 
until it locks, the rim will stay attached to 
the bucket when you twist off the lid. While 
these were once specialized items through 
preparedness warehouses, now you can 
readily buy them from local and big box 
hardware stores and various places online. 
They retail for about $6-9 and you can save 
money by buying only a few (one for each 
type of food) and transferring the contents 
of newly opened buckets into old ones in¬ 
stead of putting a new lid on each one. 



Be sure to consider how a power outage 
would affect your supply. Do you have an al¬ 
ternative power source, such as a generator, 
to run a refrigerator or freezers? Limiting 
what needs to be frozen/refrigerated is gen¬ 
erally the easiest solution, whether you tailor 


As a general ruie oi mumu yuu miviuu 
the bulk of your storage private if not care¬ 
fully hidden or locked up. 

Keep your stores out of direct sunlight by 
putting them behind a door or curtain or in 
a dark location such as a closet, spare room, 
basement, or garage. The cooler your loca¬ 
tion is without freezing, the better, making 
basements ideal but even a door kept shut 
on a closet can make a significant drop in 
temperature from an otherwise warm room. 
Garages may only be suitable during colder. 
Remember that below room temperature is 
where you want your food. 

When storing in a basement or any envi¬ 
ronment that could flood (be it nature or a 
burst pipe) be sure items are stored off the 
floor. Shelves or wood pallets will do nicely 
in most instances. Depending on where you 
live you may need to take special precau¬ 
tions. If you store food against a cool exte¬ 
rior wall (particularly in a basement) leave 
a bit of space behind your stores for circu¬ 
lation. Be sure to keep an eye on your stock, 
inspecting regularly in case mice or other 
pests visit, something leaks, or commercial 
cans or metal lids/rings of home canning 
jars show signs of rust. 
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For the past 25 years I have lived on an island 
off the west coast of Scotland, having turned 
my back on my old life’ in an age before the 
Internet and the immediate availability of 
information. My first years were spent in 
learning about my environment, walking 
and bothying, both here and on the outer 
islands, learning how to look after myself in 
the wilderness and to enjoy the freedom that 
is available here to roam, as you will. 
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on, during the Volcanic ash cloud in Iceland, 
which made flying anywhere impossible, so 
these needed to be housed quickly. John 
handed me a boxful when I went to see him 
just to buy hive parts. I had to get them into 
my car and home and then figure out how to 
get them from one box into another. A steep 
learning curve begun. 

It is a compulsive hobby. Once you get into 
it you will become hooked, once you begin 
to observe and handle bees you will become 
fascinated by the complexity and order of 
their world. Our garden has blossomed 
in the last five years. They bring life to the 
village plants as well as annoyance to some 
neighbors (last year I collected 14 swarms 
from various gardens), but bees are docile in 
a Swarm. They will not sting you. However, 
you will need to get stung to see how you 
react. With me I found out that I have a very 
bad reaction to stings, not anaphylactic, but 
bad enough to rush myself off to hospital a 
couple of years ago when I got stung in the 
throat. However it seems to be lessening 
with the years and I take more care, learning 
that attitude is extremely important. 

You need to approach the hive with a calm 
mind. If you panic they will pick up on that 
very quickly and things accelerate, you need 
to remain calm within a mass of very angry 
bees. If they have no queen they will be un¬ 
settled and angry, if they are hungry or if 
their colony is damp or in bad condition it is 
the same. But if the colony has a good queen, 
laying well, a clean and dry hive, then they 
will be content and peaceful. They will allow 
you into the hive as a caretaker, to clean out 
and observe what is happening, to take away 
queen cells or to use them to raise a new col¬ 
ony. 

When you go in to remove frames you 
will need to be capable of making a series of 
observations and decisions; to check for a 
visible queen, or eggs, brood and larvae, to 
look for stores of both pollen and nectar, and 
to summarize the overall state of the Colony 
from the 11 frames in the brood box and in 
turn to be able to make a quick call on what 
tn An npvt Tt will come over time. It has tak- 





to the longevity and nutritional content of 
your stores. 

For temperature: 50-70F (10-21C) is ideal 
for canned items. At 75F (28C) prolonged 
exposure increases nutrient loss. Tempera¬ 
tures over 100F (37C) will rapidly degrade 
canned items. Freezing poses a danger to 
anything packed in liquid that could ex¬ 
pand and break, both metal cans and glass 
jars. Dry items are less susceptible to tem¬ 
perature and through the course of history 
whole grains and legumes have endured ex¬ 
tremes in both heat and cold. Refrigerated 
and frozen foods, while far from the bulk of 
otherwise non-perishable supplies, are nev¬ 
ertheless an important part of food storage 
and should be kept at least 40F (4C) or OF 
(-18C), respectively. 

Air, moisture, pests, and environmental 
contaminants such as mold are general¬ 
ly prevented by good containers. If storing 
in less than ideal places (such as a damp 
basement or where mice might nibble) re¬ 
package things that come in cloth sacks or 
paper packaging, either by transferring to 
plastic food buckets or other containers 
(tins, reused jars, other food containers) or 
just dropping sacks into a new clean alumi¬ 
num garbage can. Bucket lids with a gasket 
(rubber ring) provide the best seal. With 
large quantities it may be more convenient 
to portion some of a product into a smaller 
container for daily use or put Gamma Seal 
lids on large pails if you need to open them 
frequently. Non-food grade buckets are fine 
to use so long as you place food within a My¬ 
lar or metalized bag to prevent the leaching 
of chemicals from the plastic. Even in food 
grade buckets a liner will prolong freshness 
and can be sealed with oxygen absorbers for 
maximum shelf life. 


Light will break down food in clear con- 



type of food) and transferring the contents 
of newly opened buckets into old ones in¬ 
stead of putting a new lid on each one. 



Be sure to consider how a power outage 
would affect your supply. Do you have an al¬ 
ternative power source, such as a generator, 
to run a refrigerator or freezers? Limiting 
what needs to be frozen/refrigerated is gen¬ 
erally the easiest solution, whether you tailor 
your buying habits or process foods yourself 
by canning or drying. If you have a gener¬ 
ator keep it maintained and run occasion¬ 
ally to ensure proper functioning and flush 
old gas. Make sure you have everything you 
need to use it including gas, maintenance 
items, and extension cords that reach what 
you need to power. If you do lose power and 
have no backup, refrain from opening fridg¬ 
es/freezers to prevent cold loss. A refriger¬ 
ator will maintain temperature for 4 hours 
with the door closed, a freezer will last for 48 
hours if full, 24 if partially full. Keep freezers 
well-stocked for the best insulating value or 
fill empty spaces with bags of ice, this will 
also make it more energy efficient. In suit¬ 
able climates you may be able to store food 
outside but have a way to secure it in case it 
attracts animals or people. Keep thermome¬ 
ters on hand to check the temperatures, cold 
storage food should be 4IF (5C) or less to 


a bit of space behind your stores for circu¬ 
lation. Be sure to keep an eye on your stock, 
inspecting regularly in case mice or other 
pests visit, something leaks, or commercial 
cans or metal lids/rings of home canning 
jars show signs of rust. 
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For the past 25 years I have lived on an island 
off the west coast of Scotland, having turned 
my back on my old life in an age before the 
Internet and the immediate availability of 
information. My first years were spent in 
learning about my environment, walking 
and bothying, both here and on the outer 
islands, learning how to look after myself in 
the wilderness and to enjoy the freedom that 
is available here to roam, as you will. 

I started a small business as a swordsmith, 
teaching myself entirely from what books 
I was able to source. This gave me a new 
start and the ability to eventually look into 
buying a piece of land, building a wooden 
house with a view, to growing our own food 
and creating some infrastructure in order to 
have a small degree of sustainability and self 
sufficiency. 


My wife Meg was born on the other side 
of these mountains and grew up learning to 
fish and forage. For her it was an extension 
of her life here, for me it was a return to a 
more balanced way of life after a long time 
in the city in my earlier life. Meg had been 
interested in beekeeping for a few years and 
started by joining a local beekeeping group 
whos general focus are apiary days, hosted 
by one or another member. An excuse to sit 
around and have tea and cakes, nose around 


couple of years ago when I got stung in the 
throat. However it seems to be lessening 
with the years and I take more care, learning 
that attitude is extremely important. 

You need to approach the hive with a calm 
mind. If you panic they will pick up on that 
very quickly and things accelerate, you need 
to remain calm within a mass of very angry 
bees. If they have no queen they will be un¬ 
settled and angry, if they are hungry or if 
their colony is damp or in bad condition it is 
the same. But if the colony has a good queen, 
laying well, a clean and dry hive, then they 
will be content and peaceful. They will allow 
you into the hive as a caretaker, to clean out 
and observe what is happening, to take away 
queen cells or to use them to raise a new col¬ 
ony. 

When you go in to remove frames you 
will need to be capable of making a series of 
observations and decisions; to check for a 
visible queen, or eggs, brood and larvae, to 
look for stores of both pollen and nectar, and 
to summarize the overall state of the Colony 
from the 11 frames in the brood box and in 
turn to be able to make a quick call on what 
to do next. It will come over time. It has tak¬ 
en me five years now to begin to understand 
some of the basics, to manage the colonies 
and eventually, of course, get some honey 
spun! 

Beekeeping works for both parties, we can 
help to maintain and grow the numbers of 
bees in a troubled time, and the bees can 
teach us the simple relationship between 
bees and our environment, how important 
they are. There are a huge number of books 
available to anyone who is interested, but 
there is no substitute for ‘hands on. Get in¬ 
volved with a local association, get suited 
up and handle those frames. Enter into the 
world of the bees, and above all, stick at it, 
they need you too. 





Here are two short, unrelated tidbits of 
information for y all, appropriately labeled 
Life and Death. 


LIFE 

The past 4 months of my life have been 
a crazy whirlwind of change. In my last 
column I was talking about in part about 
the stresses in my life and how I wasn’t 
going to let them overwhelm me. Writing 
that was really good for me, because it 
forced me to stay true to my word. About 
a month after I published the last issue I 
started to feel really alone, started to feel 
like the only thing I did with my life was 
work, and I started to feel the ever-growing 
pressure from way the fuck too much debt. 

So when all of this just seemed like way too 
much I did what I said I would do, what 
one might call a calculated flail. I quit my 
job, abandoned my cabin, and withdrew 
all of my money out of my bank account, 
ignoring all of my bills and debt. I then 
loaded up my truck and hit the road. My 
first destination was to visit some friends 
in the Slocan Valley, in central British 
Columbia. I was only planning on staying 
for a week or two but after being there for 
about 48 hours I fell in love with the valley, 
and fell head over heels for an epic as fuck 
babe. 

Now IVe been here for a little over 3 
months. Life is a lot different out here, but 
most of the changes are welcome. There are 
dozens of punks within a 30 min drive from 
me. I can just drop in on punx for coffee, 
help them weed their garden for a bit, or 


thke a look at their ailing vehicle. That is 
something I realized I really need in my life, 
rural punk community. The Grind was/is 
helping me connect with rad as fuck punks 
from all over the world, and that is fucking 
awesome, but for me what I really need is 
to have punks around that I can drop by 
and visit, or give a hand to when they need 
it, or get a hand from them when I need it. 
Its also awesome to goto punk and metal 
shows deep in the woods. 

This place is also magical in a way because 
this whole valley has no cellphone 
reception, and painfully slow internet 
access. So you are forced to loosen your 
grip on social media, and call (or just stop 
by for those of us who don t even have 
landlines) rather than obsessively email and 
text each other. In my isolation I watched 
myself become more and more attached 
to my smartphone. It was disgusting to me 
but I was so isolated that most days I wasnt 
talking to anyone except via an occasional 
text or email. For someone like me who has 
a big personality and who’s super social it 
was a really rough time. 

Im not intending to try and sell this place 
to anyone, or act like I found the rural punk 
holy land or anything, Im just really happy 
to have found a rural punk scene that’s not 
centred around a big city or anything. Its 
just really nice to have lots of rad friends 
really fucking close by. 

DEATH 

(Trigger warning: Death , and how to bring it 
upon living creatures) 

Right now f m sitting on the couch at 
home, typing on my laptop. About two 
hours ago I was standing on the side of a 
mountain, surrounded by the wilderness 
of the forest, pulling a trigger and taking 
an animals life away from it. It was a dog, 


a pet dog. His name was Sully. IVe killed 
lots of members of the canine family before, 
coyotes and foxes mostly, but never a pet 
dog. I really love dogs, Im defiantly a dog 
person. This dog wasnt old, he wasnt sick, 
he was actually a really healthy year and a 
half old pup, but I killed him anyways. It 
was a mercy killing. No, not mercy for him, 
mercy for his owner and everyone else. His 
owner gave him all of the love, attention, 
and energy she could. So much that it was 
wiping her out, completely taking over 
her life and making her go fucking crazy. 

He would attack people at random, and 
wouldve killed any other dog it saw if 
given the chance. I really liked Sully, but 
there was no denying that he was a BAD 
dog. Training and discipline had no effect 
on him. He had to be put down before he 
attacked a kid or killed the neighbour’s dog 
or something equally terrible. 

I feel ok about killing Sully. His owner, 
after countless training sessions and failed 
attempts to re-home him decided to have 
him put down. I offered to do it myself, 
because he was a wild spirit, and I didn’t 
want to see him die in a vet clinic. I gave 
him a death that any of us would be lucky 
to receive. Quick, painless, and surrounded 
by nature. He was defiantly happy when he 
died. 

IVe gotten pretty familiar with death in my 
life. IVe watched several people die, IVe 
watched two strangers kill themselves, and 
IVe killed a lot of animals while farming, 
hunting, and trapping. Watching the life 
leave a creature is super intense. The first 
time I killed a deer I was by myself and I 
had a total panic attack freak out, and even 
though Im a lot more level headed about 
it now-a-days, there is always that fear 
immediately before and terror immediately 
after taking a life. 

It is important though that when taking a 
life that you do so swiftly, and confidently. 


If you are clubbing a rabbit for example, if 
you feel scarred and nervous you need to 
swallow those feelings. You will not show 
it any mercy by clubbing it gently, quite the 
opposite. If you want to give it the mercy 
of a quick and painless death you need to 
swing your bludgeon as hard as you fucking 
can. You don’t want to hurt your prey, you 
want to kill it. 

There will always be some discomfort 
in death (for both the animal and for 
you), but you can keep the discomfort 
to a minimum for the animal. If possible 
headshots, clubbing, and slitting throats 
are the quickest. They make the animal go 
unconscious very quickly. If your hunting 
however, the head (specifically the brain) 
is a really fucking small target, so aiming 
for the heart is better because if you miss 
you will still hit the lungs and that will still 
bring the animal down. 

Death is a natural part of life. You, me, 
and everyone we know will die. I don’t 
understand why so many people try so hard 
to remove themselves from it. Having a 
closeness with death changes who you are 
and how you perceive the world. I’ve come 
to know death and he is not as terrifying as 
we are led to believe. 

**So, the very next day after writing this I 
came very close to drowning in the rapids of 
the Slocan River. I was closer to death then 
I had ever been before. I was actually sure 
that I was about to die. It was undeniably 
terrifying but having the relationship that 
I have with death I was able to makepeace 
with reaching my end , with completing my 
life cycle , while at the same time very much 
wanting to stay alive and continue living my 
life. In the end I made it to shore with only a 
few cuts and bruises from hitting rocks. I feel 
like my understanding of death helped save 
my life. ** 




started to feel really alone, started to feel 
like the only thing I did with my life was 
work, and I started to feel the ever-growing 
pressure from way the fuck too much debt. 

So when all of this just seemed like way too 
much I did what I said I would do, what 
one might call a calculated flail. I quit my 
job, abandoned my cabin, and withdrew 
all of my money out of my bank account, 
ignoring all of my bills and debt. I then 
loaded up my truck and hit the road. My 
first destination was to visit some friends 
in the Slocan Valley, in central British 
Columbia. I was only planning on staying 
for a week or two but after being there for 
about 48 hours I fell in love with the valley, 
and fell head over heels for an epic as fuck 
babe. 

Now IVe been here for a little over 3 
months. Life is a lot different out here, but 
most of the changes are welcome. There are 
dozens of punks within a 30 min drive from 
me. I can just drop in on punx for coffee, 
help them weed their garden for a bit, or 


By Koko hotbus 

When I moved to the country I wasn’t sure 
about how to meet people or make friends. 
When I had lived in cities I had always 
found people that I shared values and 
interests with by getting tapped into queer 
and trans organizing circles. I found other 
gender radicals and anarchist sluts at dance 
parties and clothing swaps, in collective 
houses and bike shops. As my urban dwell¬ 
ing times came to a close I analyzed my op¬ 
tions, trying to pick a place where I already 
knew some people and a place I thought 
other folks I cared about might follow me. 
When I first got out here I had somewhat 
settled in my understanding that I had 
chose to be rural over being connected 
with other queer and trans people. I started 
making friends through the co-op radio 
station and at indigenous solidarity events. 
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but I was so isolated that most days I wasn t 
talking to anyone except via an occasional 
text or email. For someone like me who has 
a big personality and who’s super social it 
was a really rough time. 

f m not intending to try and sell this place 
to anyone, or act like I found the rural punk 
holy land or anything, I’m just really happy 
to have found a rural punk scene that’s not 
centred around a big city or anything. Its 
just really nice to have lots of rad friends 
really fucking close by. 


DEATH 

(Trigger warning: Death, and how to bring it 
upon living creatures) 

Right now Ym sitting on the couch at 
home, typing on my laptop. About two 
hours ago I was standing on the side of a 
mountain, surrounded by the wilderness 
of the forest, pulling a trigger and taking 
an animals life away from it. It was a dog. 


t( You guys know about vampires? ...You 
know, vampires have no reflections in a 
mirror? There's this idea that monsters don't 
have reflections in a mirror. And what I've 
always thought isn't that monsters don't have 
reflections in a mirror. It's that if you want 
to make a human being into a monster, deny 
them, at the cultural level, any reflection 
of themselves. And growing up, I felt like a 
monster in some ways. I didn't see myself 
reflected at all I was like, “Yo, is something 
wrong with me? That the whole society seems 
to think that people like me don't exist?" And 
part of what inspired me, was this deep de- 


I feel ok about killing Sully. His owner, 
after countless training sessions and failed 
attempts to re-home him decided to have 
him put down. I offered to do it myself, 
because he was a wild spirit, and I didn’t 
want to see him die in a vet clinic. I gave 
him a death that any of us would be lucky 
to receive. Quick, painless, and surrounded 
by nature. He was defiantly happy when he 
died. 

IVe gotten pretty familiar with death in my 
life. IVe watched several people die, IVe 
watched two strangers kill themselves, and 
IVe killed a lot of animals while farming, 
hunting, and trapping. Watching the life 
leave a creature is super intense. The first 
time I killed a deer I was by myself and I 
had a total panic attack freak out, and even 
though Im a lot more level headed about 
it now-a-days, there is always that fear 
immediately before and terror immediately 
after taking a life. 

It is important though that when taking a 
life that you do so swiftly, and confidently. 

sire that before I died, I would make a couple 

of mirrors. That I would make some mirrors 
so that kids like me might see themselves re¬ 
flected back and might not feel so monstrous 
for it." 

While more and more trans and queer 
cultural mirrors are emerging, a lot of those 
are still settled within an urban context. 

All of these pieces were important building 
blocks that led to the creation of Cuntry 
Queers. So far its mostly been a project 
wherein my partner and myself take turns 
taking hot photos of each other in scenic 
rural locations and then share them online. 
WeVe always wanted the project to include 
more bodies, more beautiful people, being 
their realest and raw sexy selves, and we 
are just starting to make that happen. The 




Death is a natural part of life. You, me, 
and everyone we know will die. I don t 
understand why so many people try so hard 
to remove themselves from it. Having a 
closeness with death changes who you are 
and how you perceive the world. IVe come 
to know death and he is not as terrifying as 
we are led to believe. 

**So, the very next day after writing this I 
came very close to drowning in the rapids of 
the Slocan River. I was closer to death then 
I had ever been before. I was actually sure 
that I was about to die. It was undeniably 
terrifying, but having the relationship that 
I have with death I was able to make peace 
with reaching my end, with completing my 
life cycle, while at the same time very much 
wanting to stay alive and continue living my 
life. In the end I made it to shore with only a 
few cuts and bruises from hitting rocks. I feel 
like my understanding of death helped save 
my life.** 


idea is about creating imagery that shows 

queer bodies existing in rural spaces. The 
hope is that it can help serve as one piece in 
the process that reminds us all that gender 
rebels and queers live in all sorts of places. 
We also wanted to create erotic images that 
show bodies and pleasure in ways that are 
artistic and complex and whole. The Cuntry 
life isn’t restricted to being straight or 
narrow, queers have always existed in rural 
places and we always will. Cuntry Queers is 
about showcasing that. 

You can check out CuntryQueers online at 
cuntryqueers.tumblr.com. If you are going 
to be travelling through the Slocan Val¬ 
ley and are interested in modeling for the 
project, you can get in touch with us here: 
kokohotbus@gmail.com. 












By Koko hotbus 

When I moved to the country I wasn’t sure 
about how to meet people or make friends. 
When I had lived in cities I had always 
found people that I shared values and 
interests with by getting tapped into queer 
and trans organizing circles. I found other 
gender radicals and anarchist sluts at dance 
parties and clothing swaps, in collective 
houses and bike shops. As my urban dwell¬ 
ing times came to a close I analyzed my op¬ 
tions, trying to pick a place where I already 
knew some people and a place I thought 
other folks I cared about might follow me. 
When I first got out here I had somewhat 
settled in my understanding that I had 
chose to be rural over being connected 
with other queer and trans people. I started 
making friends through the co-op radio 
station and at indigenous solidarity events. 

I started building connections with people 
who had really different experiences of gen¬ 
der and sexuality than I was used to in my 
social networks. For a quick little minute 
I almost believed the tired trope that the 
country was no place for queers, that people 
like me left places like this to find them¬ 
selves and their people in urban spaces. 
After some time, I started noticing that 
there were a lot more queers out here than 
observed on first glance. And more and 
more, people that shared both identity 
politics AND an extreme distaste for cities, 
were pulled by the magnet. Once a spot has 
the numbers, the networks follow and its 
on the map. In the last year or two, the Slo- 
can Valley has seen more and more homos 
coming through and choosing to stay. 

As a non-binary trans person I spend a 
lot of time thinking about representation. 
What images do I see in the culture around 
me that reflect me, or people like me? In 
places like the ones I call home? The poet 
Junot Diaz talks about it as the monster 


complex: 

*You guys know about vampires ?... You 
know, vampires have no reflections in a 
mirror? There's this idea that monsters don't 
have reflections in a mirror. And what I've 
always thought isn't that monsters don't have 
reflections in a mirror. It's that if you want 
to make a human being into a monster, deny 
them> at the cultural level, any reflection 
of themselves. And growing up, I felt like a 
monster in some ways. I didn't see myself 
reflected at all. I was like, “Yo, is something 
wrong with me? That the whole society seems 
to think that people like me don't exist?" And 
part of what inspired me, was this deep de- 



join Cuntry Queers as we 
sfiare our super queer 
erotic content from scenic 
Cocations in tfie mountains 
of Canada. 'Expec t to see 
JCSjFW images witfi a 
variety of Body types\ 
genders , orientations and 
consent and pleasure at 
its very core. 

Check out our content at: 
cuntry queers. tumBtr. com 
or contact us at 
kokodotBus@gma il.com 


sire that before I died, I would make a couple 

of mirrors. That I would make some mirrors 
so that kids like me might see themselves re¬ 
flected back and might not feel so monstrous 
for it." 

While more and more trans and queer 
cultural mirrors are emerging, a lot of those 
are still settled within an urban context. 

All of these pieces were important building 
blocks that led to the creation of Cuntry 
Queers. So far its mostly been a project 
wherein my partner and myself take turns 
taking hot photos of each other in scenic 
rural locations and then share them online. 
WeVe always wanted the project to include 
more bodies, more beautiful people, being 
their realest and raw sexy selves, and we 
are just starting to make that happen. The 



idea is about creating imagery that shows 
queer bodies existing in rural spaces. The 
hope is that it can help serve as one piece in 
the process that reminds us all that gender 
rebels and queers live in all sorts of places. 
We also wanted to create erotic images that 
show bodies and pleasure in ways that are 
artistic and complex and whole. The Cuntry 
life isn’t restricted to being straight or 
narrow, queers have always existed in rural 
places and we always will. Cuntry Queers is 
about showcasing that. 

You can check out CuntryQueers online at 
cuntryqueers.tumblr.com. If you are going 
to be travelling through the Slocan Val¬ 
ley and are interested in modeling for the 
project, you can get in touch with us here: 
kokohotbus@gmail.com. 




















By Billy Magwa 

[Editors note: This author is from Quebec 
and their first language is French. Rather 
than edit the shit out of their article to make 
it sound “English” enough we have decided to 
respect the author and his dialect , so we only 
edited it for readability\ and not necessarily 
for grammar and spelling. (If you imagine 
someone talking with a Quebecois accent , it 
sounds totally normal.)] 

After reading some articles from 
the fall issue, I realized with a certain 
disappointment that most of us living 
trough arsh winter conditions suffered with 
different gravity the last one and probably 
this one too. Writing those words, its 
-29 this morning by the end of February 
... Even if I made wood for a half winter 
more than I usually need, I might run out 
shortly by March, having started burning 
wood full truttle since mid November. But 
reading about you people struggling with 
the conditions made me think even harder 
about the burden of staying alive, especially 
living off the grid or what ever you call it. 
People, we are not free! Especially living it 
the hard way... staying warm, having fresh 
water and food, and not accumulating piles 
of human crap is a big deal if you are by 
yourself, with no resources. You have to work 
your ass off to only maintain some sort of 
comfort, spend much of your time working 
hard in some part of the years or constantly 
if not well prepared ... All this might 
work for a couple of year of romanticism, 
or masochism, but after a while, this shit 
is no easy, and it take lots of sage wisdom 
to elevate our beings, in this environment. 
People, we are not free. I am writing this text 
not to convince any one to do this or that, 
but I think that we all deserve a common 


reflection on those subjects such as, creating 
energy, energy storin, calories burning vs. 
calories production. 

How to create energy? Most of it is 
creating heat, or electricity that will end up 
in some sort of heat. Most of us have stoves, 
we put resources in there, set fire to it, and 
we are surrounded with heat. But what is the 
extraction of the resource?? Yourself with 
a chainsaw? With a horse? Snow mobile? 
Big ass timber jack? Axe and saw? Hauling 
it with your bare hands?? I wont talk about 
how to get the resource, how to treat it, stack 
and whatever. My only concern right now is 
about how much work you put in, for how 
much comfort you get... the comfort comes 
with the energy storing principles. You can 
store energy in the walls, in the ground, in 
the air inside the house, in water, etc. Thing 
is, how long you will have to work in the 
woods to create 5 hours of energy storage 
inside your house?? If the answer is WAY 
TOO MANY, you’re in trouble, and you are 
not free, and not alone. I spend tons of time 
cutting trees and proceeding it for the winter 
to come since my childhood, my ancestors 
did the same thing; we were born with 
an axe, splitting wood for fun with other 
kids. Well, I might be almost 30, but fuck 
Tm pissed and tired. So I started thinking 
and going for the information; there is 
out there people who thought about those 
things before. By example, it is possible to 
produced 80 degrees Celsius in the dead 
of the winter with a special compost recipe 
called “Compost Jean Pain.” Most of it 
is high carbon organic resources such as 
saw mill mixed in layer with nitrogen-full 
material (garden stuff) soaked with water. 
It is made to create energy, FOR FUKEN 
MONTHS. Just put an old water tank in 
there, plug some pipes and circulate water in 
anything you want. Please go check it out. 


No more wood to burn, and no more short¬ 
term energy storage ... cuz you can store the 
heat in the walls, floors ... hot water tanks ... 
use the water to wash dishes and yourself... 

You can also easily produce heat with 
all the daily organic material produced by 
the people living in the house, dogs, kitchen 
crap, horse crap, all the organic waste can be 
transformed in methane, a gaz that burns 
in a propane stove or a fridge or a water 
heating system. You need some material to 
produce it, but most of it, you need a digester 
(tank), where you put the crap in, and a pipe 
that goes out to a tank where you store de 
methane at low pressure for less technical 
difficulties and also not for it to blow up. I 
could try to draw so blue prints of that but 
please go check it out and make shure to 
understand how it works, it is easy. Anyway 
you people are intelligent, I wont talk about 
how to build it or plug the water system or 
anything, YOU have to go check it out and 
figure something for your situation. I am 
writing about all this because that’s the kind 
of shit Tm gonna experiment after all this 
snow melts away. Can you imagine putting 
together ways to create that kind of energy 
without dying from slavery in the process? 
Doing this might create you some FREE 
time that you never had before... imagine, 
fuck, play guitar, learn ancient runic writing 
... heal, become someone, love, freedom. 

Lets jump to the calorie thing. Every 
time mankind ingested more calories 
than y were burning, for daily stuff, they 
got smarter, smart enough, some started 
growing stuff and had less distance to travel, 
less energy spent. By growing stuff, some 
crops were more calorific than others, barley 
and wheat, rice in Asia... Must of them crop 
we mainly plant these days. Less calories 
spent, more calories produced and better 
storage gives good life quality, free energy 
and free time. Im far from saying that what 
I describe here is the objective, considering 
the facts that 2000 years down the road 
that situation gave the crap that we are still 
living it nowdays. But I hope that you see me 
coming. I consider that I spent too much time 


wasting a bunch of time and calories to grow 
for other, calorific sonsenses, those people 
give me some money in the process so I can 
fill back my body and soul with stuff to buy, 
like bread on tahini butter, or even worse, 
put that money in a gaz tank on a vehicle to 
go to work ... what a waste! 

We will have in the future to 
understand every part of how our lives are 
made, to spend our energy wisely and create 
much more than we spend to store it the 
right way. 

We will have to heat our houses in the 
easiest way, with less effort to put in. We will 
have to store that energy somewhere, we will 
have to produce a lot more than compost 
with the organic riches coming from our 
organisms. We will have to store our food 
in a way that natural factors will cool it 
down - no stupid engine that runs with 
electricity bills. We will have to produce 
crops that will bring more calorie par acre 
to the surroundings humans (nut trees for 
example) and finally we will have to grow or 
raise that food with the lowest effort to put 
in 

I saw a guy the other day with a 
patch on is flannel coat, “’Permaculture is 
revolution disguised as gardening” and it 
really felt right. 

I don’t know what you people will think 
after reading those lines, but for myself, it is 
becoming my life purpose to experiment 
that way. After 15 years of solid punk stuff, 
binge, travelling, dirty kid, bla bla bla, I think 
I am only starting to scratch the surface 
of something where the word Anarchism 
seems to mean very little. Tm just dreaming 
in a very complex self-discipline way of life, 
where making sure everything is fine and 
working for the beings around that place is 
the main concern. Energy is all around us, 
we only forgot it. 

PS: Thank you “Panopticon article 

guy-” 

Bill Magwa was born and raised 
in the temiscouata valley in the Quebec's 
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shortly by March, having started burning 
wood full truttle since mid November. But 
reading about you people struggling with 
the conditions made me think even harder 
about the burden of staying alive, especially 
living off the grid or what ever you call it. 
People, we are not free! Especially living it 
the hard way... staying warm, having fresh 
water and food, and not accumulating piles 
of human crap is a big deal if you are by 
yourself, with no resources. You have to work 
your ass off to only maintain some sort of 
comfort, spend much of your time working 
hard in some part of the years or constantly 
if not well prepared ... All this might 
work for a couple of year of romanticism, 
or masochism, but after a while, this shit 
is no easy, and it take lots of sage wisdom 
to elevate our beings, in this environment. 
People, we are not free. I am writing this text 
not to convince any one to do this or that, 
but I think that we all deserve a common 


inside your house?? If the answer is WAY 
TOO MANY, you’re in trouble, and you are 
not free, and not alone. I spend tons of time 
cutting trees and proceeding it for the winter 
to come since my childhood, my ancestors 
did the same thing; we were born with 
an axe, splitting wood for fun with other 
kids. Well, I might be almost 30, but fuck 
I’m pissed and tired. So I started thinking 
and going for the information; there is 
out there people who thought about those 
things before. By example, it is possible to 
produced 80 degrees Celsius in the dead 
of the winter with a special compost recipe 
called "Compost Jean Pain.” Most of it 
is high carbon organic resources such as 
saw mill mixed in layer with nitrogen-full 
material (garden stuff) soaked with water. 
It is made to create energy, FOR FUKEN 
MONTHS. Just put an old water tank in 
there, plug some pipes and circulate water in 
anything you want. Please go check it out. 



together ways to create that kind of energy 
without dying from slavery in the process? 
Doing this might create you some FREE 
time that you never had before... imagine, 
fuck, play guitar, learn ancient runic writing 
... heal, become someone, love, freedom. 

Lets jump to the calorie thing. Every 
time mankind ingested more calories 
than y were burning, for daily stuff, they 
got smarter, smart enough, some started 
growing stuff and had less distance to travel, 
less energy spent. By growing stuff, some 
crops were more calorific than others, barley 
and wheat, rice in Asia... Must of them crop 
we mainly plant these days. Less calories 
spent, more calories produced and better 
storage gives good life quality, free energy 
and free time. I’m far from saying that what 
I describe here is the objective, considering 
the facts that 2000 years down the road 
that situation gave the crap that we are still 
living it nowdays. But I hope that you see me 
coming. I consider that I spent too much time 
collecting energy, wood, food, money, to by 
wood, food or free time. That I grow some 
crops that are a total calorific sonsense and I 
have difficulties really storing that energy on 
its full potential. Sadly, the situation is more 


I saw a guy tne otner aay wim a 
patch on is flannel coat, "’Permaculture is 
revolution disguised as gardening and it 
really felt right. 

I don’t know what you people will think 
after reading those lines, but for myself, it is 
becoming my life purpose to experiment 
that way. After 15 years of solid punk stuff, 
binge, travelling, dirty kid, bla bla bla, I think 
I am only starting to scratch the surface 
of something where the word Anarchism 
seems to mean very little. I’m just dreaming 
in a very complex self-discipline way of life, 
where making sure everything is fine and 
working for the beings around that place is 
the main concern. Energy is all around us, 
we only forgot it. 


PS; Thank you "Panopticon article 


guy- 


Bill Magwa was born and raised 
in the temiscouata valley in the Quebecs 
Appalachians. He lives there with his wife 
Mia, their daughter Ivy and lots of funky 
other folks. They are community farmers on 
their 5-acre organic vegetable farm. 



I wanted a good cookie recipe; a good 
bean cookie recipe. So loosely (ok, very 
loosely) basing myself on the US Dry Bean 
Council’s (I was as surprised as you to find 
out that they existed) recipe (http://www. 

usdrybeans.com/2010/08/pinto-bean- 

applesauce-raisin-cookies), I went to work 
creating my own. 


I really liked them, but then I’m biased in 
favour of my own cooking. They do have 
a light and somewhat cakey texture (you’re 
warned in case you dont like that) and I 
did find them a tad on the sweet side. As 
a result I had my husband taste-test and his 


was sitting at the bottom of the flour pot 
which had a mix of oat, barley, wheat, rye, 
sourghum and millet) 

-1 teaspoon baking soda 

-1 teaspoon baking powder (optional, omit 

if you want a less cakey cookie) 

-1/4 teaspoon salt 

-1 cup chopped dates (you could use 
nuts instead, or trail mix, or chocolate, or 
whatever add-in tickles your fancy and 
works with banana in your world) 


1) Preheat oven to 375 degrees. 
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2) Drain the beans and mash them with a 
fork. They’ll be pretty dry, that’s OK. 
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collecting energy, wood, food, money, to by 
wood, food or free time. That I grow some 
crops that are a total calorific sonsense and I 
have difficulties really storing that energy on 
its full potential. Sadly, the situation is more 


I wanted a good cookie recipe; a good 
bean cookie recipe. So loosely (ok, very 
loosely) basing myself on the US Dry Bean 
Councils (I was as surprised as you to find 
out that they existed) recipe (http://www. 
usdrybeans. com/2010/08/pinto-bean- 
applesauce-raisin-cookies), I went to work 
creating my own. 

I really liked them, but then Im biased in 
favour of my own cooking. They do have 
a light and somewhat cakey texture (you're 
warned in case you don't like that) and I 
did find them a tad on the sweet side. As 
a result I had my husband taste-test and his 
verdict was, 'succulent: a bit too sweet for us 
though, cut the sugar in half next time.” 

So I'll shut up now and let the recipe speak 
for itself: 

-2/3 cup granulated cane sugar or sucanat 
(1/3 cup or less if you aren't super into sweet, 
the banana and date may well be enough for 
you) 

-1/2 cup coconut oil, soft but solid 

-3/4 cup dry pinto beans, soaked and cooked 

until soft 

-3 ripe bananas 

-2 teaspoons vanilla 

-2-1/4 cups flour (you may need a bit more, 
particularly if you use canned beans which 
are somewhat soupier than the dry ones. Use 
whatever kind of flour you like, I used what 


Appalachians . He lives there with his wife 
Mia, their daughter Ivy and lots of funky 
other folks. They are community farmers on 
their 5-acre organic vegetable farm. 


was sitting at the bottom of the flour pot 
which had a mix of oat, barley, wheat, rye, 
sourghum and millet) 

-1 teaspoon baking soda 

-1 teaspoon baking powder (optional, omit 

if you want a less cakey cookie) 

-1/4 teaspoon salt 

-1 cup chopped dates (you could use 
nuts instead, or trail mix, or chocolate, or 
whatever add-in tickles your fancy and 
works with banana in your world) 

1) Preheat oven to 375 degrees. 

2) Drain the beans and mash them with a 
fork. They'll be pretty dry, that's OK. 

3) In a food processor blend the sugar 
and coconut oil until smooth. Add the 
bananas and blend well. Add pureed pinto 
beans and blend until the mixture is smooth 
and even. 

4) Combine dry ingredients in a medium 
bowl. Add the wet mix from the food 
processor and mix until the dough comes 
together. Fold in the dates. 

5) Make 1 tablespoon sized cookies (the two- 
spoon method or ice-cream scoop method 
work well) on a greased cookie sheet. They 
don't spread a whole lot so you can probably 
put a dozen to a pan. 

6) Bake for 12-14 minutes or until golden. 
Cool on a rack. Makes about 4 dozen. 






































by Jenn-Ra 

Summer is quickly approaching 
here in Kentucky and the plants in my gar¬ 
den are getting ready to bloom. I cant wait 
to make some of my favorite family recipes 
and a few new ones. So with out further 
adieu, lets start with the old and finish with 
the new. 

Tiella 

Every Italian-American has a version of this 
recipe in their family. Variations are quite 
diverse but the key ingredients are squash, 
peppers and potatoes. I usually leave the 
meat out when I make it and serve it as a 
side dish with grilled meat. I love this recipe 
because its great for a dinner for two or a 
big crowd. 

Bone in Chicken Pieces or Pork Chops 
1 diced potato for every serving 
1 small sliced yellow squash or zucchini 
for every two servings 
1 or 2 onions diced 
1 or 2 bell peppers diced 
1- 3 hot peppers (depending on how much 
you’re making and how spicy you want it) 

1 to 2 cups tomato sauce or crushed toma¬ 
toes (completely optional, I personally don’t 
use it) 

If using meat sear in hot oil until 
just browned on both sides and remove. 

Add potatoes and cook for 10 minuets. 

Add onions and peppers and continue to 
cook until onions and potatoes start to 
brown. Add squash and saute for five more 
minuets. Add the meat back in and tomato 
sauce (if using). Cover and place in 350-de- 
gree oven for 45 minuets stirring halfway 


through. 

Garden Fresh Spaghetti Sauce. 

Once again feel free to omit the meat and 
use whatever type of tomato you have on 
hand 

Vi pound (227 grams) Chicken cut up into 
bite sized pieces 
25 Roma tomatoes diced 
2 cloves of garlic minced 
Fresh basil and parsley to taste 

Saute chicken in olive oil for 5 
minutes. Add garlic and continue cooking 
for one more minute. Add tomatoes and 
cook for about 20 minutes until sauce be¬ 
gins to thicken, then stir in the herbs. Toss 
with whatever cooked pasta you like. 

Berry Cobbler 

1 am very fortunate to have several types of 
berries that grow on my farm and while I 
love gorging myself with them straight from 
the tree and bush, it’s fun to bake with them 
too. This is the easiest cobbler recipe I have 
ever tried. 

2 l /i Cups berries 
1 Cup Sugar 

1 Cup Flour 

Vi teaspoon salt 

2 teaspoons Baking Powder 
1 stick of melted butter 

Preheat oven to 375 F (190 C) Mix 
the berries and sugar together and let sit for 
20 minutes (this is called “macerating” and 
making everything all gooey and syrupy.) 
Mix the dry ingredients with the milk and 
then stir in the butter; the batter will be 
slightly lumpy. Pour batter into a small 
ungreased baking dish and bake for 45 to 


an hour. 


Quiche 

1 have more eggs right now than I know 
what to do with so I have been experiment¬ 
ing with all different types of egg dishes. 

Crust (makes two) 

2 sticks butter, frozen and shredded using a 
cheese grater 

2 Vi cups flour 
1 teaspoon salt 

1 teaspoon sugar 

2 tablespoons vinegar 

4- 6 tablespoons cold water 

Combine ingredients and lightly 
kneed until just combined. Roll out into 
a 10 inch circle and put in pie pan. Line 
cover crust with foil and cover with dry 
beans to act as pie weights. Bake in a 350 F 
(175 C) oven for 20 min then removed foil 
and beans (save beans to use as pie weights 
again), prick bottom with fork and bake for 
another 10 min. 

Quiche filling 

5 eggs 

1 Vi cups milk 
1 cup cheese 

Assorted meat and veggie fillings (bacon, 
ham, sausage, chicken, green onions, 
mushrooms, spinach, chicken, squash, avo¬ 
cado, asparagus really anything you could 
imagine) 

Combine fillings and cheese and 
place in pre-baked piecrust. Beat eggs and 
milk together and pour over fillings. Bake 
in a 350 F (175 C) oven for 30 to 40 min. 


Quiche will appear a little jiggly but will set 
as it cools. 

Egg Cups 

These little guys work great if you want to 
feed a group or just don’t feel like fooling 
with making a crust for quiche. 

1 dozen eggs 
l A cup milk or water 
1 cup cheese 
Assorted fillings 

Grease muffin tin or use paper lin¬ 
ers and add cheese and fillings to the cups. 
Beat eggs and liquid together and pour over 
fillings. Bake at 400 F (200 C) for 20 - 25 
min. 

Jenn-Ra’s Deviled Eggs for People That 
Don’t Like Deviled Eggs 
I think the name kinda says it all. 

1 dozen boiled eggs 

1 cup mayonnaise 

2 teaspoons dry mustard 

Cut eggs in half and gently scoop 
out the yolks. Mash yolks with mayo and 
dry mustard and fill the white with mixture. 
I like to use a plastic baggie with the corner 
snipped off then pipe in the goodness, but 
you can just use a spoon. Sprinkle with 
Paprika to make them pretty or a little cay¬ 
enne for some heat. 

I hope you enjoy cooking and eat¬ 
ing these dishes as much as I do. For now 
I’m just going to wish for a time machine 
to get me to mid summer when the garden 
starts producing. 










big crowd. 

Bone in Chicken Pieces or Pork Chops 
1 diced potato for every serving 
1 small sliced yellow squash or zucchini 
for every two servings 
1 or 2 onions diced 
1 or 2 bell peppers diced 
1-3 hot peppers (depending on how much 
you’re making and how spicy you want it) 

1 to 2 cups tomato sauce or crushed toma¬ 
toes (completely optional, I personally don t 
use it) 

If using meat sear in hot oil until 
just browned on both sides and remove. 
Add potatoes and cook for 10 minuets. 

Add onions and peppers and continue to 
cook until onions and potatoes start to 
brown. Add squash and saute for five more 
minuets. Add the meat back in and tomato 
sauce (if using). Cover and place in 350-de¬ 
gree oven for 45 minuets stirring halfway 


Berry Cobbler 

1 am very fortunate to have several types of 
berries that grow on my farm and while I 
love gorging myself with them straight from 
the tree and bush, its fun to bake with them 
too. This is the easiest cobbler recipe I have 
ever tried. 

2 Vi Cups berries 
1 Cup Sugar 

1 Cup Flour 

Vi teaspoon salt 

2 teaspoons Baking Powder 
1 stick of melted butter 

Preheat oven to 375 F (190 C) Mix 
the berries and sugar together and let sit for 
20 minutes (this is called ‘macerating” and 
making everything all gooey and syrupy.) 
Mix the dry ingredients with the milk and 
then stir in the butter; the batter will be 
slightly lumpy. Pour batter into a small 
ungreased baking dish and bake for 45 to 


a 10 men circle ana put in pie pan. nine 
cover crust with foil and cover with dry 
beans to act as pie weights. Bake in a 350 F 
(175 C) oven for 20 min then removed foil 
and beans (save beans to use as pie weights 
again), prick bottom with fork and bake for 
another 10 min. 

Quiche filling 

5 eggs 

1 Vi cups milk 
1 cup cheese 

Assorted meat and veggie fillings (bacon, 
ham, sausage, chicken, green onions, 
mushrooms, spinach, chicken, squash, avo¬ 
cado, asparagus really anything you could 
imagine) 

Combine fillings and cheese and 
place in pre-baked piecrust. Beat eggs and 
milk together and pour over fillings. Bake 
in a 350 F (175 C) oven for 30 to 40 min. 


non i .LiKe nevueu Eggs 

I think the name kinda says it all. 

1 dozen boiled eggs 

1 cup mayonnaise 

2 teaspoons dry mustard 

Cut eggs in half and gently scoop 
out the yolks. Mash yolks with mayo and 
dry mustard and fill the white with mixture. 
I like to use a plastic baggie with the corner 
snipped off then pipe in the goodness, but 
you can just use a spoon. Sprinkle with 
Paprika to make them pretty or a little cay¬ 
enne for some heat. 

I hope you enjoy cooking and eat¬ 
ing these dishes as much as I do. For now 
I’m just going to wish for a time machine 
to get me to mid summer when the garden 
starts producing. 



By amara hollow bones 

For the last bunch of years a 
changing little group of us have followed 
our strange and wild dreams and walk into 
the high country for weeks or monthsz with 
somewhere between 10-15 pack goats, a few 
dogs and once, a cat. We fish, hunt, swim, 
play music, find mushrooms, wild forage, 
make up stories, climb trees, harvest, eat 
and plant back wild roots and berries, try 
different ways of wild land food and forest 
tending and milk goats, eat goats, sleep with 
goats, yell at goats, do everything goat. 

Sometimes I go meet up with oth¬ 
er semi-nomad queer homies, some doing a 
more coastal thing, or a more desert moun¬ 
tain roots kinda thing. A common theme 
in all of our camps is how can we make the 
most absolutely deliciously fabulous wild as 
fuck gourmet food. When we try and out 
do each other everyone always wins. Plus 
being out for months on end with the same 


off (some vessel that has a lid that can go 
right up in the fire). 

*Agoat. Milk the goat. Let the milk sit for 
a few days (covered and away from flies and 
hungry dogs) in a warm place til it sepa¬ 
rates. Pour the milk through a clean cloth 
(a clean t-shirt will work, or pashmina or 
nylons- but wash it first. Once on a goat 
walk a friend strained wild cherry ferment 
through his dirty t-shirt after being at the 
mens gathering at wolf creek and then we 
all shit our pants for days). Tie the curdly 
cheese bundle up in a tree and let it drip for 
a day or two. Put a bucket under it to catch 
the whey. Now youve got the cheese. 

* Goat fat. Now kill that goat, or someone 
else, and scrape off all the fat, cut it into 
chunks, put it in a pot over a low fire for 
hours and slowly render the fat. Once 
it stops bubbling and the fat pieces have 
turned to little wilted light brown cracklins 
the fat is ready. Strain the cracklins and 


butter balls. 

- Find a salt flat; or go to the ocean, fill up 
a giant pot with ocean water and evaporate 
off the water over a fire for a long time. 
Once all the water is gone you’ll have salt. 

- Raid nests and hives for eggs and honey 
and then it’s an all wild cheese cake. I total¬ 
ly don’t get honey that way but I dare you to 
show me up. 

Get a fire going for a while and 
work up some nice coals. In the meantime, 
melt some butter and stir it up with some 
honey. 

If your eggs are amazingly not busted and 
spilling everywhere or shaken up from 
hiking them in and you can still separate 
the yolks, then go ahead and separate 
some yolks. 

Stir the egg yolks, butter/ 
honey and salt in with 
hella cheese. Add a lot 


personal tin cups when they aren’t looking 
or the dutch oven or whatever and squish 
the crust into the bottom of the cups/pot. 
Put the cheesecake filling into each little 
cup. Maybe in the cups two inches high of 
cheese is good. Or more? The dutch oven 
thing you could do three to four inches 
high probably. 

By now you’ve got coals in the 
fire. Keep an active fire going to the side, 
and mostly clear away the coals and put 
your cups in. you’re trying to simulate an 
oven. So we put the cakes in, and have the 
coals surrounding them but not touching. 
The next long while is gonna be checking, 
rotating, pushing the coals around further 
and closer to avoid the crust from burning, 
while letting the insides cook. The 
cake will reach this critical 
point of more liquidy and 
rising, and then it’ll start to 
solidify again. Take it out when 
your deep wild intuition guides 









By amara hollow bones 

For the last bunch of years a 
changing little group of us have followed 
our strange and wild dreams and walk into 
the high country for weeks or monthsz with 
somewhere between 10-15 pack goats, a few 
dogs and once, a cat. We fish, hunt, swim, 
play music, find mushrooms, wild forage, 
make up stories, climb trees, harvest, eat 
and plant back wild roots and berries, try 
different ways of wild land food and forest 
tending and milk goats, eat goats, sleep with 
goats, yell at goats, do everything goat. 

Sometimes I go meet up with oth¬ 
er semi-nomad queer homies, some doing a 
more coastal thing, or a more desert moun¬ 
tain roots kinda thing. A common theme 
in all of our camps is how can we make the 
most absolutely deliciously fabulous wild as 
fuck gourmet food. When we try and out 
do each other everyone always wins. Plus 
being out for months on end with the same 
stuff to eat, were pretty easy to please- any¬ 
thing different or someone else doing the 
cooking is worth about ten thousand points 
on its own. 

We’ve made various versions of 
cheesecake out walking about, sweet or 
savory with whatever weve got. This year at 
pine nut camp I brought goat cheese, goat 
fat, butter, and dried mulberries and service 
berries. My friend Sighmoon brought 
yampah flour, some queens had honey and 
eggs and we had tons of pine nuts and came 
up with something like this: 

You will need: 

*Little tin cups... or a dutch oven if your 
pack animals are horses, cars, or really keen 
to please newbies/dudes who wanna show 


off (some vessel that has a lid that can go 
right up in the fire). 

*Agoat. Milk the goat. Let the milk sit for 
a few days (covered and away from flies and 
hungry dogs) in a warm place til it sepa¬ 
rates. Pour the milk through a clean cloth 
(a clean t-shirt will work, or pashmina or 
nylons- but wash it first. Once on a goat 
walk a friend strained wild cherry ferment 
through his dirty t-shirt after being at the 
mens gathering at wolf creek and then we 
all shit our pants for days). Tie the curdly 
cheese bundle up in a tree and let it drip for 
a day or two. Put a bucket under it to catch 
the whey. Now youve got the cheese. 

* Goat fat. Now kill that goat, or someone 
else, and scrape off all the fat, cut it into 
chunks, put it in a pot over a low fire for 
hours and slowly render the fat. Once 
it stops bubbling and the fat pieces have 
turned to little wilted light brown cracklins 
the fat is ready Strain the cracklins and 
put it into a container and let it cool and 
harden. 

*Dried berries... or fresh if its berry sea¬ 
son! Or for a savory version don t use hon¬ 
ey, and how bout some smoked fish? Wild 
greens and onions? Seaweed? Mushrooms! 
Rehydrated jerky shredded into bits! 

*Some kinda crust making things... pine 
nuts, yampah, biscuit root, or acorns do 
whatever leeching or drying and grind/ 
pound/smoosh into a flour or pasty crust 
thing. 

*Salt, honey, eggs, butter. All these things 
help, but aren’t necessary. 

- You can make butter by strapping a bottle 
of kefir to a goat and taking it for a walk for 
a day, bumpier the terrain the better, then 
open the container and voila! Catch yer 


butter balls. 

- Find a salt flat; or go to the ocean, fill up 
a giant pot with ocean water and evaporate 
off the water over a fire for a long time. 
Once all the water is gone you’ll have salt. 

- Raid nests and hives for eggs and honey 
and then it's an all wild cheese cake. I total¬ 
ly don t get honey that way but I dare you to 
show me up. 


personal tin cups when they aren t looking 
or the dutch oven or whatever and squish 
the crust into the bottom of the cups/pot. 
Put the cheesecake filling into each little 
cup. Maybe in the cups two inches high of 
cheese is good. Or more? The dutch oven 
thing you could do three to four inches 
high probably. 



Cut goat fat up into the 
root/nut flour. Add a little salt. 
Sprinkle in your water. Stir it up. 
Basically memorize the recipe for pie 
crust from the joy of cooking and 
then fuck with it and make it wild. 
Or if you’re a raw food queen 
make your crust by smooshing 
the dried berries and pine nuts 
together. 


Steal everyone’s 


By now you’ve got coals in the 
fire. Keep an active fire going to the side, 
and mostly clear away the coals and put 
your cups in. you’re trying to simulate an 
oven. So we put the cakes in, and have the 
coals surrounding them but not touching. 
The next long while is gonna be checking, 
rotating, pushing the coals around further 
closer to avoid the crust from burning, 
while letting the insides cook. The 
cake will reach this critical 
point of more liquidy and 
rising, and then it’ll start to 
solidify again. Take it out when 
wild intuition guides 
it cool and set... and 
dogs or goats eat it 


Get a fire going for a while and 
work up some nice coals. In the meantime, 
melt some butter and stir it up with some 
honey. 


If your eggs are amazingly not busted and 
spilling everywhere or shaken up from 
hiking them in and you can still separate 
the yolks, then go ahead and separate 
some yolks. 


Stir the egg yolks, butter/ 
honey and salt in with 
hella cheese. Add a lot 
of dried berries. If you’ve 
made a flour, stir a little of 
this in to thicken it. Taste 
it a bunch and make sure 
it’s awesome and sweet 
enough. Or tasty enough 
in whatever way you’re 
aiming for. 


/ / / 






By Andi 

“Eradicating these practices was a necessary 
condition for the capitalist rationalization of 
work, since magic appeared as an illicit form 
of power and an instrument to obtain what 
one wanted without work , that is, a refusal of 
work in action. ‘Magic kills industry ” 

- from Caliban and the Witch 


This past fall I moved to the unceded tradi¬ 
tional territory of the Sinixt people, in the 
west kootenays of so-called BC. I moved 
here after having had grown up in the un¬ 
ceded territories of the Coast Salish peo¬ 
ples - otherwise known as Vancouver, BC. I 
came up in Vancouver - as a witch, an urban 
queer, a white settler with a dense and com- 
plicit colonial legacy and as an increasingly 
radical activist, agitator and community 
organizer. 

When I left the city I was in the process of 
transitioning away from teaching yoga. I 
published a blog entitled “Why I Stopped 
Teaching Yoga - My journey into spiritual, 
political accountability” which you can read 
on moonlitmoth.com . The blog explained 
my process in coming to understand cul¬ 
tural appropriation and how it changed my 
perspective on teaching and practicing yoga. 
The piece received a wide range of responses, 
ranging from supportive to downright troll¬ 
ing. There was one response however, that 
really stuck with me. Another yoga blogger 
wrote this about my piece in her year end 
wrap up: 

«Ti>_Rut I 


ied, financially stable urban folks with citi¬ 
zenship. Marches, demonstrations, sit-ins, 
banner drops, occupations, political lobby¬ 
ing, direct actions etc. 

These are all tactics Ive taken part in. I think 
they have an important role to play in polit¬ 
ical and social change. My argument is not 
meant to suggest that these tactics are some¬ 
how not valid, useful or historically signif¬ 
icant. Nor is it meant to suggest that only 
highly privileged folks take part in these tac¬ 
tics. Rather Tm wanting to draw attention to 
the ideas, both that we reflect on how priv¬ 
ilege impacts our understanding of what is 
“valid” activism and further that we expand 
our notion of a diversity of tactics to include 
magical and homesteading skills. 

Before I delve into this I want to establish 
that this is not a new idea. Pushing back 
against a conventional (or even sometimes 
a “radical”) notion of what “counts” as ac¬ 
tivism is work that has been done by women 
of colour, indigenous women, trans-folks 
and disability justice activists for a long 
time. Some sources to look at for guid¬ 
ance and learning on these topics would 
be Black Girl Dangerous by Mia Mckenzie, 
Brown Star Girl by Leah Lakshmi Piepz- 
na-Samarasinh, Leaving Edvidence by Mia 
Mingus, Leanne Simpson, Fat Panic and 
the Icarus Project. And that’s just a start. 

The perspective Tm hoping to bring to this 
discussion arises both from my experi¬ 
ence as an rural queer settler witch and as 
a student in Rain Crowes class The Burning 
Times Never Ended, which features the text 

l^nnl /' llilv.lll Iiml llw Will li 


of people miss in their understanding of 
rural living, is the deeply radical anti-capi¬ 
talist potential of homesteading and magic. 
Never in my life have I relied less on cap¬ 
italist production for my subsistence and 
nourishment. And each day that I live here, 
each person I meet, each meal that I eat, I 
am reminded of how much more learning I 
have ahead of me and can do if I choose to. 

The land we live on is, we believe, fully ca¬ 
pable of sustaining us. This relationship to 
land is deeply spiritually powerful and polit¬ 
ically meaningful, not only because it allows 
us to turn away from relying on capitalism 
to meet our needs, but also because it gives 
us a sense of security that folks without a re¬ 
lationship to land will find much harder (if 
not impossible) to achieve. The power and 
security derived from this relationship is a 
large part of why enclosures happened in 
Europe, where communally held land was 
fenced and sold off as private property. 
Federici explains an aspect of this process 
in Caliban and the Witch when she writes, 
“as soon as they lost access to the land all 
workers were plunged into a dependence 
unknown in medieval times, as their land¬ 
less condition gave employers the power to 
cut their pay and lengthen their working 
day.” She goes on to say, “as soon as access 
to land came to an end wages began to be 
viewed as instruments of enslavement” 

The power derived from access to land is 
also why nations of people indigenous to 
North America were removed from their 
land base and violently forced onto reserves. 
It’s also related to why today indigenous land 
U helm? tl.timed and damaged 1>V larec scale' 


On my fathers side, the lines trace back to 
Northern Scotland, the land of the Piets. The 
Pictish magical practical is primarily soli¬ 
tary and is grounded most fundamentally in 
every-day choices and how they reflect and 
impact our relationship to the earth. Living 
where I do I am more equipped than I ever 
have been to make these spiritual practices a 
corner stone of my life. Further I feel these 
practices are easily and necessarily politi¬ 
cized. For example if I am considering the 
impact of my actions on the land and earth 
in all my choices, I am more likely to choose 
to spend time in support of an indigenous 
blockade, than working a job at which I am 
under appreciated, under paid and over 
worked. (That said, I recognize that for 
many people either choice may be a neces¬ 
sity and my framework for understanding 
these choices is reflective of my privilege as 
well as my political conviction.) 

On my mothers side, who were primarily 
German Mennonites, there is a strong lin¬ 
eage of agriculture and a humble lifestyle 
which does not rely on consumerism for 
spiritual or physical sustenance. In Cana¬ 
da, where land that was stolen was given to 
mennonite people to farm, mennonites were 
also known to trade vegetables with indige¬ 
nous communities for meat and fish those 
communities had caught and processed. 
Its understood and remembered that these 
practices allowed both communities to sus¬ 
tain themselves through daunting economic 
times, such as the great depression. 

Its becoming increasingly impossible to 
deny that we are facing or already in another 
round of potentially devastating (and liber- 
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west kootenays of so-called BC. I moved 
here after having had grown up in the un¬ 
ceded territories of the Coast Salish peo¬ 
ples - otherwise known as Vancouver, BC. I 
came up in Vancouver - as a witch, an urban 
queer, a white settler with a dense and com¬ 
plied colonial legacy and as an increasingly 
radical activist, agitator and community 
organizer. 


ilege impacts our understanding or wnai in 
“valid” activism and further that we expand 
our notion of a diversity of tactics to include 
magical and homesteading skills. 


to meet our needs, but also because it gives 
us a sense of security that folks without a re¬ 
lationship to land will find much harder (if 
not impossible) to achieve. The power and 
security derived from this relationship is a 
large part of why enclosures happened in 
Europe, where communally held land was 
fenced and sold off as private property. 
Federici explains an aspect of this process 
in Caliban and the Witch when she writes, 
“as soon as they lost access to the land all 
workers were plunged into a dependence 
unknown in medieval times, as their land¬ 
less condition gave employers the power to 
cut their pay and lengthen their working 
day.” She goes on to say, “as soon as access 
to land came to an end wages began to be 
viewed as instruments of enslavement 


When I left the city I was in the process of 
transitioning away from teaching yoga. I 
published a blog entitled “Why I Stopped 
Teaching Yoga - My journey into spiritual, 
political accountability” which you can read 
on moonlitmoth. com . The blog explained 
my process in coming to understand cul¬ 
tural appropriation and how it changed my 
perspective on teaching and practicing yoga. 
The piece received a wide range of responses, 
ranging from supportive to downright troll¬ 
ing. There was one response however, that 
really stuck with me. Another yoga blogger 
wrote this about my piece in her year end 
wrap up: 

“It’s an important post. But I have to admit 
I was disappointed, that it feels like she gave 
up, that things became messy, so she quit 
and took off to the woods to grow kale and 
build cabins or whatever.” - emphasis added. 


Before I delve into this I want to establish 
that this is not a new idea. Pushing back 
against a conventional (or even sometimes 
a “radical”) notion of what “counts” as ac¬ 
tivism is work that has been done by women 
of colour, indigenous women, trans-folks 
and disability justice activists for a long 
time. Some sources to look at for guid¬ 
ance and learning on these topics would 
be Black Girl Dangerous by Mia Mckenzie, 
Brown Star Girl by Leah Lakshmi Piepz- 
na-Samarasinh, Leaving Edvidence by Mia 
Mingus, Leanne Simpson, Fat Panic and 
the Icarus Project. And thats just a start. 


The perspective I’m hoping to bring to this 
discussion arises both from my experi¬ 
ence as an rural queer settler witch and as 
a student in Rain Crowe’s class The Burning 
Times Never Ended, which features the text 
book Caliban and the Witch. 


This criticism really stuck with me. 1 felt like 
it highlighted quite publicly a tension I have 
felt since leaving the city. I think many peo¬ 
ple hold the view that certain kinds of activ¬ 
ism are more valid than others. Often this 
activism is more accessible and/or appealing 
to white, cis-gendered, male, enabled-bod- 


I live in a place where we heat our house 
with a wood stove. We are raising pigs in our 
back yard who later this year we will slaugh¬ 
ter. We wake up to the snow capped forest 
at winter solstice and swim in a turquoise 
river, with the juice of berries smeared 
across our hands, at summer solstice. Some 
may say we are spoilt, privileged escapists - 
in fact many have. And it’s not to say that 
there isn’t some thread of truth in that state¬ 
ment. At the same time, what I think a lot 


The power derived from access to land is 
also why nations of people indigenous to 
North America were removed from their 
land base and violently forced onto reserves. 
It’s also related to why today indigenous land 
is being claimed and damaged by large scale 
industrial projects such as the Keystone 
XL, TransMountain and Enbridge Gateway 
pipelines, as well as various LNG, mining 
and hydro projects. The people with access 
to land dictate who has power and how that 
power is distributed. 


blockade, than working a job at whicn 1 am 
under appreciated, under paid and over 
worked. (That said, I recognize that for 
many people either choice may be a neces¬ 
sity and my framework for understanding 
these choices is reflective of my privilege as 
well as my political conviction.) 

On my mother’s side, who were primarily 
German Mennonites, there is a strong lin¬ 
eage of agriculture and a humble lifestyle 
which does not rely on consumerism for 
spiritual or physical sustenance. In Cana¬ 
da, where land that was stolen was given to 
mennonite people to farm, mennonites were 
also known to trade vegetables with indige¬ 
nous communities for meat and fish those 
communities had caught and processed. 
It’s understood and remembered that these 
practices allowed both communities to sus¬ 
tain themselves through daunting economic 
times, such as the great depression. 



I think it’s important to note that as a settler, 

I have a particular perspective, experience 
and set of privileges which I carry with me 
to any land base I live on. I dont have space 
to expand on this as deeply as it deserves in 
this article. Rather I will refer you to Witches 
Union Hall and their work on cultural ap¬ 
propriation, which has provided deeply in¬ 
spirational guidance for me and many other 
witches. Suffice to say, I think part of any 
land based magic practice must include an 
awareness (and as much as possible) an ac 
tive and supportive relationship of solidarity 
with the nations upon whose land we are liv¬ 
ing. This relationship should be one of free 
prior and informed consent, a revolutionary 
protocol that I was exposed to during my 
time at the Unistoten Camp. 


It’s becoming increasingly impossible to 
deny that we are facing or already in another 
round of potentially devastating (and liber¬ 
ating?) economic and ecological insecurity 
(otherwise known as the beginning of the 
end of capitalism/the colonial consumerist 
empire etc.). This is a reality that I see on 
my news feed daily and more pressingly, 
this is a reality I can feel in my bones, ner¬ 
vous system, mind’s eye and constantly tense 
muscles. What I know in my heart is that we 
need all kinds of skills, community and re¬ 
sistance strategies to weather all the violence 
and oppression we are facing. When peo¬ 
ple leave urban spaces to pursue lives that 
allow them access to the time, place, land 
and community needed for them to practice 
witchcraft and homesteading as part of their 
daily lives, this is something we should cel¬ 
ebrate as one more irreplaceable fundamen¬ 
tally important part of a robust and resilient 
diversity of tactics. 


We need activists, healers, artists and change 
makers of all stripes. Divide and conquer is 
a strategy of capitalist colonial acquisition. 
Working together and in relationship to the 
earth are terrifying to the people in power 





Its an important post. But I have to admit 
I was disappointed, that it feels like she gave 
up, that things became messy, so she quit 
and took off to the woods to grow kale and 
build cabins or whatever * - emphasis added. 

This criticism really stuck with me. I felt like 
it highlighted quite publicly a tension I have 
felt since leaving the city. I think many peo¬ 
ple hold the view that certain kinds of activ¬ 
ism are more valid than others. Often this 
activism is more accessible and/or appealing 
to white, cis-gendered, male, enabled-bod- 


book Caliban and the Witch. 

I live in a place where we heat our house 
with a wood stove. We are raising pigs in our 
back yard who later this year we will slaugh¬ 
ter. We wake up to the snow capped forest 
at winter solstice and swim in a turquoise 
river, with the juice of berries smeared 
across our hands, at summer solstice. Some 
may say we are spoilt, privileged escapists - 
in fact many have. And its not to say that 
there isn’t some thread of truth in that state¬ 
ment. At the same time, what I think a lot 



is being claimed and damaged by large scale 
industrial projects such as the Keystone 
XL, TransMountain and Enbridge Gateway 
pipelines, as well as various LNG, mining 
and hydro projects. The people with access 
to land dictate who has power and how that 
power is distributed. 

I think its important to note that as a settler, 
I have a particular perspective, experience 
and set of privileges which I carry with me 
to any land base I live on. I don’t have space 
to expand on this as deeply as it deserves in 
this article. Rather I will refer you to Witches 
Union Hall and their work on cultural ap¬ 
propriation, which has provided deeply in¬ 
spirational guidance for me and many other 
witches. Suffice to say, I think part of any 
land based magic practice must include an 
awareness (and as much as possible) an ac¬ 
tive and supportive relationship of solidarity 
with the nations upon whose land we are liv¬ 
ing. This relationship should be one of free 
prior and informed consent, a revolutionary 
protocol that I was exposed to during my 
time at the Unistoten Camp. 

One thing that is common across cultures 
and throughout history is that if you go back 
far enough, we all have ancestral traditions 
which rely on our relationship to land as our 
source of spiritual guidance and connection. 
Federici echoes this sentiment when she 
writes “It can be said that all pre capitalist 
societies have believed in them and, in re¬ 
cent times we have witnessed a revaluation 
of practices that, at the time we would refer 
to, would have been condemned as witch 
craft.” For me, witch craft and magic is in 
part about going back through my ancestral 
family lines and discovering the practices, 
foods, music, herbal lore, mythology and 
wisdom of the people whose blood runs 
through my veins. It is also, equally as fun¬ 
damentally, about being in relationship with 
the natural world where I am, which is not 
the traditional home land of my family lin¬ 
eage. 


round of potentially devastating (and liber¬ 
ating?) economic and ecological insecurity 
(otherwise known as the beginning of the 
end of capitalism/the colonial consumerist 
empire etc.). This is a reality that I see on 
my news feed daily and more pressingly, 
this is a reality I can feel in my bones, ner¬ 
vous system, mind’s eye and constantly tense 
muscles. What I know in my heart is that we 
need all kinds of skills, community and re¬ 
sistance strategies to weather all the violence 
and oppression we are facing. When peo¬ 
ple leave urban spaces to pursue lives that 
allow them access to the time, place, land 
and community needed for them to practice 
witchcraft and homesteading as part of their 
daily lives, this is something we should cel¬ 
ebrate as one more irreplaceable fundamen¬ 
tally important part of a robust and resilient 
diversity of tactics. 

We need activists, healers, artists and change 
makers of all stripes. Divide and conquer is 
a strategy of capitalist colonial acquisition. 
Working together and in relationship to the 
earth are terrifying to the people in power 
for a reason. Which is exactly why we need 
to keep doing it. 

Audi is a purple haired femme currently 
growing food, slipping on ice and falling in 
love on the un-ceded territory of the Sinixt 
people (otherwise known as the west Koote- 
nays ofBC). Her writing style is deeply influ¬ 
enced by her politics, both of which are bold, 
relentless and heartfelt Some might describe 
her as an eco-anarcist-feminist-queer-witch, 
with all the big feelings. She is a poet, youth 
sex educator, community organizer, facilita¬ 
tor, photographer, blogger, gardener, herbal¬ 
ist, kitchen-witch and a formerly extrovert¬ 
ed, former yoga teacher. She can be reached 
at andrea.grace.macdonald®)gmail.com 








By Ian Petrie 

Nitrogen. Everything that is alive 
needs it, and for most plants to be productive 
they need a good supply of it. But how can 
you get it without buying a jug or a bag from 
the store every year with a big N on the side? 
How can we be resilient homesteaders, 
farmers and gardeners if we need to import 
fertility and buy fertilizer? The answer lies 
in our plant allies! Some special species of 
plants (with the help of some friends) will 
pull nitrogen from the air, and release it 
into the soil. Take that, miracle grow! Most 
commonly plants in the legume family 
(alfalfa, clovers, black locust, etc.) work 
with Rhizobium bacteria to fix nitrogen, but 
some plants (alder, sea buckthorn, oleaster, 
etc.) work with other bacteria to achieve 
the same thing. Nitrogen fixing plants are a 
major source of this nutrient in nature, and 
are essential for a sustainable, low energy, 
permanent agriculture and a low-input 
garden with healthy fertility. 

As the plant grows it forms a 
symbiotic relationship with bacteria in the 
soil which form whitish pink nodes on the 
roots of the host plant. In return for nutrients 
the plant gets from the sun, the bacteria 
secretes usable nitrogen for the plant. 
This isnt the only way to fix atmospheric 
nitrogen. Lightning passing through the 
air bonds N to oxygen to create nitrogen 
oxides which rain to the earth as nitrates, or 
N03. There are also bacteria that can form 
associations with many different kinds of 
plants, like azospirillium and azotobacter. 
Those are for another article, though. 

The reason nitrogen in the 


atmosphere needs to be “fixed” be plants 
to use it is that it is a gas, and relatively 
inert. The bacteria makes it useful by using 
nitrogenase metalo-enzymes (say it three 
times fast) to change the N2 into NH3. 
Plants need a balance of NH3 (ammonia 
compound), NH4 (ammonium in urea) 
and N03 (nitrate). Lots of commercial 
fertilizers are N03, and too much of it in 
relation to N03 can hurt nutrient uptake of 
the plant, making your food less good (even 
potentially bad) for you and hurting the pH 
and fertility of the soil. Too much NH4 can 
suppress uptake of important minerals like 
Ca, Mn and K and also imbalance the pH. 
Using lots of N fixers for the majority of your 
nitrogen needs is the best route to healthy, 
nutritious plants and more importantly, a 
healthy soil. 

So how does one go about 
encouraging this nitrogen fixing business, 
and make sure its happening? Look at the 
roots on the plants of known nitrogen fixers 
and check for the tell-tale nodules on them. 
If you have an exceptionally rich soil with 
enough N for the plant already it wont get 
all buddy-buddy with a bacteria, but chances 
are if there are no nodules or if you are 
getting ready to plant some N fixers, youTl 
need to inoculate your seed or soil. Unless 
the plant you are planting is native to your 
area, there will not likely be the right kind 
of rhizobium already present in the soil. 
These symbiotic relationships are highly 
specialized and usually species-specific. Pea 
rhizobium will not work for yellow clover, 
etc. Frankia bacteria seems to be more 
widespread and less specialized. You have 
a few different options when inoculating. If 



you know where there is a strong, healthy 
plant of the same legume species that is 
fixing nitrogen, you can (gently) dig up some 
soil from around it and mix it with your 
seeds before planting. For frankia digging 
around in a patch of alders would be a good 
bet. Another option is to dig up the roots of 
the right plant with nodules on it, grind up 
the nodules, mix it with water and water the 
seeds with it. You can get bacteria to your 
already established plantings this way fairly 
effectively. There is packaged inoculant 
powder on the market as well, which is a 
good idea for large plantings and saving 
time. The bacterial spores will stay dormant 
for a few years, but if there isnt host plants 
for a while youTl need to inoculate again. 

Nitrogen fixers come in all shapes 
and sizes, annual herbs to shrubs to large 
trees. They are useful to quickly establish 
fertility and support more edible productive 
species that maybe be slow growing. 
Some of the N will be released into the 
surrounding soil as the plant grows, but to 
super-charge this process you can prune 
and mulch. When you cut the tops of a 
plant off, the roots self-prune as well. This 
releases all the nitrogen in the root nodules 
into the surrounding soil, giving all the 
surrounding plants a boost. The prunings 
will also be rich in N and can be used to 
mulch plants farther away. Woody mulch 
from shrubs is a great way to add organic 
matter to your soil, building its water and 
nutrient retaining properties. Its also 
great habitat for many beneficial predatory 
insects. Green manures are a larger scale of 
this pruning idea using annual herbs instead 
of shrubs or trees. When the plants are at 


the right stage you can mow the crop down 
and leave the residue to rot in the soil, or 
graze the plants off and let the rich animal 
manure fertilize the land. You want to be 
sure to do the pruning/cutting/grazing at 
the right time in a plant s life cycle. Early in 
the vegetative growth phase up to 80% of the 
nitrogen in a plant is in the root system and 
stem areas, but as it matures and sets seed all 
that nitrogen goes to the seed and there isnt 
much left in the roots or greenery. If you 
cut when the plant is just starting to bud, 
or starting to flower you will get the most 
of your labour. Be careful about grazing 
legumes at that stage though. They are very 
rich and can cause bloat in ruminants like 
cows and sheep. There are four main rules 
of legume grazing, and they work fairly well. 
Dont turn the animals into the crop before 
it starts flowering. Dont put them in when 
the crop is wet from dew or rain. Put them 
in at the end of the day when they have had 
the chance to have a good grazing all day on 
something else. Give them a little at a time 
so their gut bacteria can adjust. Follow these 
rules and you’ll have fat, happy animals and 
rich soil. 

However you decide to incorporate 
nitrogen fixers into your garden and crops, 
they will make your soil healthier and more 
fertile, and increase your resiliency by not 
requiring as many outside inputs for good 
food. The more the merrier! Good luck and 
happy gardening! 

Feel free to email me to ask me any 
questions or give me any feedback. I would 
also love to hear from anyone who has used 
non plant specific innoculants like I talk 
about in the second paragraph and what 
their experiences were. 

ianspetrie@gmail.com 
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are if there are no nodules or if you are 
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a few different options when inoculating. If 



By Philippa 

We always talked about doing the urban/ 
rural thing’, or the rural/urban thing de¬ 
pending on who you talked to. We had big 
dreams. I guess we still do, but somehow 
those dreams seems smaller, less grand and 
exciting, less illegal, less urgent, less roman¬ 
tic and mostly those dreams have turned 
into our children growing up so quickly. 
Our dreams were the land project Eden, the 
anarchist collective farm, the radical educa¬ 
tion centre, the anti-colonial homesteading 
skool, the this-is-where-you-come-if-you- 
need-to-hide project in the mountains, the 
fuck civilization squat, the permaculture 
restoration (back when permaculture was 
still cool) site, the urban gardens in down¬ 
town east side abandoned lots, the get kids 
out of the city and show them where our 
food comes from, the we will come in from 
our cool farm with so much food to feed the 
blockades and tree sits, anti-poverty occu- 

_• _ J_ 1_1_1. _w. 


you 

a) liked to drink beer 

b) go travelling to far off places 

c) never worked 

d) didn’t have rich parents 

e) liked the idea but not the practice. 

I managed to get hit by a car on my bike and 
broke both my wrists, there by accruing a 
sum of money in the 5 digits that seemed 
huge to me. (I don’t suggest this as a get rich 
quick scheme.) Some others of us had the 
misfortune of parents or grandparents dying 
and leaving them small summed inheritanc¬ 
es. 

None of us liked the idea of private proper¬ 
ty, landlords, ownership, mortgages, banks, 
governments....you get the idea. So we 
knew we needed a collective. Well the thing 
about not liking all those above mentioned, 
seems like we also don’t like marriage, mak¬ 
ing agreements, commitment or following 
through. I have been part of three different 


Nitrogen nxers come in all shapes 
and sizes, annual herbs to shrubs to large 
trees. They are useful to quickly establish 
fertility and support more edible productive 
species that maybe be slow growing. 
Some of the N will be released into the 
surrounding soil as the plant grows, but to 
super-charge this process you can prune 
and mulch. When you cut the tops of a 
plant off, the roots self-prune as well. This 
releases all the nitrogen in the root nodules 
into the surrounding soil, giving all the 
surrounding plants a boost. The prunings 
will also be rich in N and can be used to 
mulch plants farther away. Woody mulch 
from shrubs is a great way to add organic 
matter to your soil, building its water and 
nutrient retaining properties. It’s also 
great habitat for many beneficial predatory 
insects. Green manures are a larger scale of 
this pruning idea using annual herbs instead 
of shrubs or trees. When the plants are at 


something else. Give them a little at a time 
so their gut bacteria can adjust. Follow these 
rules and you’ll have fat, happy animals and 
rich soil. 

However you decide to incorporate 
nitrogen fixers into your garden and crops, 
they will make your soil healthier and more 
fertile, and increase your resiliency by not 
requiring as many outside inputs for good 
food. The more the merrier! Good luck and 
happy gardening! 

Feel free to email me to ask me any 
questions or give me any feedback. I would 
also love to hear from anyone who has used 
non plant specific innoculants like I talk 
about in the second paragraph and what 
their experiences were. 

ianspetrie@gmail.com 



pressed to find examples of healthy func¬ 
tioning collective land projects. Please prove 
me wrong and give me some hope and share 
any you have heard about or been part of! 

For now, this changing We, lives here and 
there, scattered through time and place. And 
some of this We lives on the same little ru¬ 
ral island I do. We live separate, with driving 
and the busyness of each household trying 
to make it on their own between us. With 
children to raise and rent to pay I see less 
and less of those dreams. But I do feel their 
flutters around my heart or at the sides of my 
vision. When my three year old plays in our 
garden with our downstairs friend who is 
one and a half and both know what weeds’ 
they can eat. Or when we help pregnant 
friends cob their walls, or we have bon-fires 
at the beach or when we get organized to 
help friends when they have mental health 
break downs. And living in a shared house 
has been really helpful to break down some 
of the isolation that conies both from livinc 


deodorant on. Always more comfortable in 
dirty jeans and gumboots. It is an interesting 
challenge to show up at work in clean boots, 
a pin striped vest and earrings and still feel 
like myself. Maybe it is a common reality for 
many “workers,” to have these multiple per¬ 
sonas, but for me it is still new and strange. 
When I transfer buses down town, I feel out 
of place from the inside. The crowds, the 
outfits, the noise, the technologies are for¬ 
eign to me. Although I have lived in a city 
for much of my life, I have never felt at home 
and now more then ever feel like a country 
bumpkin. I don’t get the queer dating scene, 
I can’t tell who is friend or foe because ev¬ 
eryone looks the same, I feel timid on my 
bike in traffic and I have forgotten short cuts 
and the protocols around eye contact that 
govern city life. 

Sometimes I am glad for the change of 
scene. As someone said to me the other day 
“You can only talk to the trees for so long.” 
Whether I believe that, it is true that switch- 



By Philippa 

We always talked about doing the urban/ 
rural thing', or the ‘rural/urban thing de¬ 
pending on who you talked to. We had big 
dreams. I guess we still do, but somehow 
those dreams seems smaller, less grand and 
exciting, less illegal, less urgent, less roman¬ 
tic and mostly those dreams have turned 
into our children growing up so quickly. 
Our dreams were the land project Eden, the 
anarchist collective farm, the radical educa¬ 
tion centre, the anti-colonial homesteading 
skool, the this-is-where-you-come-if-you- 
need-to-hide project in the mountains, the 
fuck civilization squat, the permaculture 
restoration (back when permaculture was 
still cool) site, the urban gardens in down¬ 
town east side abandoned lots, the get kids 
out of the city and show them where our 
food comes from, the we will come in from 
our cool farm with so much food to feed the 
blockades and tree sits, anti-poverty occu¬ 
pations, noise demos, black clad parades, 
and they will come help us with fire wood, 
weed carrots and set up land defense camps 
project. We would know our neighbors and 
sit on barricades with each other, support¬ 
ing some kind of broad undefined indige¬ 
nous struggle while undoing the oppressive 
bullshit we learned in the cities, all the while 
living off the land and teaching others the 
skills to do it themselves. All this and more. 
(Come on, what anarchist ever thinks they 
are doing enough'?) 

Yes, we had dreams. We even thought about 
making money. We were realistic. We came 
up with what ever scheme we could to ‘save 
big time'. But there were many problems. 
One being that A Lot of Money' to us to who 
were used to living off dumpstering, with lit¬ 
tle to no rent and not working much, and 
not caring, thought that $1000 was A Lot of 
Money'. It was also hard to save money when 


you 

a) liked to drink beer 

b) go travelling to far off places 

c) never worked 

d) didn't have rich parents 

e) liked the idea but not the practice. 

I managed to get hit by a car on my bike and 
broke both my wrists, there by accruing a 
sum of money in the 5 digits that seemed 
huge to me. (I don't suggest this as a get rich 
quick scheme.) Some others of us had the 
misfortune of parents or grandparents dying 
and leaving them small summed inheritanc¬ 
es. 

None of us liked the idea of private proper¬ 
ty, landlords, ownership, mortgages, banks, 
governments....you get the idea. So we 
knew we needed a collective. Well the thing 
about not liking all those above mentioned, 
seems like we also don't like marriage, mak¬ 
ing agreements, commitment or following 
through. I have been part of three different 
groups who were going to get land with 
each other' The closest we came was form¬ 
ing a legal workers co-op (none of us really 
had a job) and almost deciding on an amaz¬ 
ing piece of land. But when it came down to 
it, to actually putting our money down, it 
was clear we weren't ready. Each person had 
their own reasons. Sound or not, I think the 
bottom line was that we were afraid of the 
commitment. I know I was. 

Have our dreams been eroded by our encul- 
turation of individualism? Are we too stuck 
in the each for herself' mentality to both 
commit and let go enough to work together 
to realize our dreams? Or have we changed? 
Have I changed? I feel more cynical then 
ever about finding a group of folx to share 
land with and about seeing these dreams 
realized. But I don't want to be! I am often 
stumped by how our dreams don't match 
up with our practice. As of yet, I am hard 


pressed to find examples of healthy func¬ 
tioning collective land projects. Please prove 
me wrong and give me some hope and share 
any you have heard about or been part of! 

For now, this changing We, lives here and 
there, scattered through time and place. And 
some of this We lives on the same little ru¬ 
ral island I do. We live separate, with driving 
and the busyness of each household trying 
to make it on their own between us. With 
children to raise and rent to pay I see less 
and less of those dreams. But I do feel their 
flutters around my heart or at the sides of my 
vision. When my three year old plays in our 
garden with our downstairs friend who is 
one and a half and both know what ‘weeds' 
they can eat. Or when we help pregnant 
friends cob their walls, or we have bon-fires 
at the beach or when we get organized to 
help friends when they have mental health 
break downs. And living in a shared house 
has been really helpful to break down some 
of the isolation that comes both from living 
rurally and being a parent. But I still feel 
something lacking. That elusive thing that 
is something between broad geographical 
community, sub-cultural connections and 
family. Maybe that thing called roots, called 
sense of purpose, called connection, called 
life unhindered by the tangle of this culture. 

And now I really am doing the urban / rural 
thing. Not to the scope of any of my previ¬ 
ous dreams, but in the individual way that 
seems to be the norm these days. This win¬ 
ter I got a job in the city. This means that I 
commute twice a month from my little rural 
island home to the city 5 hours away. Two 
ferry boats, a bunch of driving, the bus and 
sky train and I am transported from one 
world to another. Last night I was butch¬ 
ering roosters, today I am a clinical herb¬ 
alist. Yesterday I was covered in blood and 
feathers and today I have washed hair and 


deodorant on. Always more comfortable in 
dirty jeans and gumboots. It is an interesting 
challenge to show up at work in clean boots, 
a pin striped vest and earrings and still feel 
like myself. Maybe it is a common reality for 
many “workers,” to have these multiple per¬ 
sonas, but for me it is still new and strange. 
When I transfer buses down town, I feel out 
of place from the inside. The crowds, the 
outfits, the noise, the technologies are for¬ 
eign to me. Although I have lived in a city 
for much of my life, I have never felt at home 
and now more then ever feel like a country 
bumpkin. I don't get the queer dating scene, 
I can't tell who is friend or foe because ev¬ 
eryone looks the same, I feel timid on my 
bike in traffic and I have forgotten short cuts 
and the protocols around eye contact that 
govern city life. 

Sometimes I am glad for the change of 
scene. As someone said to me the other day 
“You can only talk to the trees for so long.” 
Whether I believe that, it is true that switch¬ 
ing up the quiet, mostly over 60, white, mid¬ 
dle class social environment with the mess 
of noise and culture the city is, can be a great 
reminder that there is so much more to the 
world then the beauty of fog in the bay, sea 
lions basking in the sun, a garden with rich 
soil, and friendship that has roots. The city 
reminds me of why all those dreams I once 
carried so close are still as important as ever. 
The work, whether in pin stripes or gum 
boots, is to figure out how to bring back to 
life a mature set of dreams and feed them the 
guts of roosters, so that they will grow strong 
roots. One day, I hope my daughter will be 
fed on them. 
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By Shauna Lynn Russell 

Which came first, the chicken or the egg? 
At our house the answer is the egg, because 
this is how the first animal came to be born 
on our farm. I hatched my beloved roost¬ 
er Hugo, a handsome black, blue, white and 
red mix of god knows what breeds from a 
homemade incubator. The experience was 
half way between planting a seed and be¬ 
coming an adopted mother to a chicken. The 
little egg (or chicken seed as I like to think) 
just needed the right conditions to grow and 
develop into a living thing and once he was 
born I had a brand new motherless chick¬ 
en baby to tend. My incubator is a simple 
design that anybody could build and use 
for themselves for a very small amount of 
money. If you are a new to keeping chickens 
or you have a flock that you would like to 
expand, incubating might be a good option 
for you too. 

Commercial egg incubator can run you 
anywhere from $200-$400, they will pretty 
much guarantee your success and are good 
if you plan on doing a lot of hatching. I was 
only interested in hatching a few chicks so 
homemade seemed like the best way to go 
for me. Including all of my supplies my incu¬ 
bator cost about $30 but you might be able 
to get away with spending even less than that 
if you re especially frugal and can salvage the 
items you need. 

Basic Incubator Supplies 

Digital thermometer/ hygrometer- this is a 
very important as exact temperature and hu¬ 
midity are necessary, so don’t skip or cheap 
out on this item. I bought mine from the 
hardware store for about $20. 


poke through the walls. 

Wet the sponge and place it in the incubator, 
make this accessible because you will have to 
wet it every few days. 

Voila, that is the basics! Turn on the light 
and test it out for a few days try to stabilize 
the right temperature and humidity before 
you put the eggs in. Check it every few hours 
and play with the amount of water in the 
sponge and wattage of light bulbs until you 
get it right. 

Extended 

I used this basic set up with success but it 
took a lot of attention and tweaking, if you 
are more technically savvy than me there are 
other things I have seen people doing in my 
research that might work for you. 

Using a fan for circulation- this could be a 
cheap handheld fan from the dollar store if 
you are willing to supply it with batteries or 
another clever option is to hook up an old 
computer fan. 

Dimmer switch or on off for the light- this is 
a good way to insure the temperature stays 
at a constant without having to check on it 
every few hours. You can hook up your light 
to a water heater thermostat to have it turn 
on and off as the temp varies. Search online 
for how to do this correctly as this is beyond 
my expertise but still worth mentioning. 

DIY egg turner- I have seen small devices 
made in order to turn eggs without opening 
the incubator or take the time to do it. This 
might be useful if you are away from home 
most of the day. 


exactly 21 days to hatch the eggs and in ideal 
conditions. If there are temperature fluctu¬ 
ations and the temp drops during the incu¬ 
bation period it could cause the eggs to take 
more time, up to 25 days. If the temp rises 
above what is required it could kill the em¬ 
bryo and if there are too many fluctuations 
it can cause breathing problems and defor¬ 
mities in the chicks. Place the eggs on their 
sides the way they would naturally lay on a 
flat surface with the fat end slightly elevated. 
If you use an egg turner place them with the 
pointed end facing down. An egg that has 
had the small end elevated could cause the 
embryo to become disoriented with its head 
on the wrong end and it could drown. 

Turning 

You must turn the eggs and you must turn 
them often- a minimum of 3 times a day 
from day 1-18. If they aren’t turned enough 
the embryos may stick to the shell mem¬ 
brane, causing abnormal growth and defor¬ 
mities. They can be turned more but it must 
always be an uneven number of times a day; 
each night they must lie on a different side. 
You can write on the eggs with a non-toxic 
marker or pencil placing an X on one side 
and an O on the other to make sure you turn 
them all each time. 

Candling 

Candling an egg is kind of like a human ul¬ 
tra sound as it lets you see whats going on 
inside. Start candling your eggs 7 days after 
incubation has begun and recheck them 
every 2- 3 days after. Eggs do not have a 
100% fertility rate it more like 50%- 75%, 
candling can help you tell which eggs are 
good and which you’ll want to remove and 
discard (otherwise they will go bad and 
could explode). You will need a flashlight, 
the brighter the better, take the egg to a 
dark room, place your hand over the end of 
the flashlight and shine it through the egg, 
blocking the rest of the light with your hand. 
Inside your egg you will see a few possibil¬ 
ities. If the egg is infertile it will look clear 
with no dark spots, if it’s fertile there is an 
embryo growing there will be a dark spot 
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chick moving or a little tiny heartbeat. You 
may also find what is called a quitter, this is 
an embryo that was fertilized but died for 
some reason; this can be identified by a dark, 
well defined circle called a blood ring. If the 
egg appears heavily speckled and it is very 
difficult to see inside this is because of high¬ 
ly defined pores, these eggs are less likely to 
hatch and if it goes bad you won’t be able to 
tell so may want to remove it. 

Hatching 

Day 18 to 21 in the incubator is lock down 
time. During this time the humidity is very 
important, it must remain above 65% but 
70%-80% is ideal. Do not turn the eggs! On 
day 21 if everything has gone to plan the 
little guys should start hatching. You may 
notice the eggs start to move and wiggle 
around, then the chick will poke a little hole 
in the shell this is called the pip, they will 
then try to push their way out and a crack 
will form around the shell, this is the zip. 
You will notice a round little bump on the 
tip of the chicks beak, this is called an egg 
tooth; it will fall off after few days. Hatching 
can take anywhere from 3- 24 hours. Some 
chicks may not make it; prepare yourself 
mentally for this. The best fighting chance 
you can give them is to just let the little 
guys do their thing, don’t disturb them and 
let them work to be born. Once they have 
hatched leave them in the incubator to rest 
and dry, removing them too early could 
cause them to catch a chill and die and if 
there are more eggs trying to hatch, opening 
the incubator could put them at risk. Chicks 
can survive up to 3 days without food or wa¬ 
ter; they absorb the yolk before being born 
which nourishes them during this time. 
Prepare a brooder with food and water once 
the chick is fully dry and has become active 
you can put it. 

So there you have it. Don’t forget about set¬ 
ting up a good brooder as this will be essen¬ 
tial to your chick’s survival. Once you get a 
knack for hatching you can save yourself a 
bundle on chickens and have an almost end¬ 
less supply of chicks even if your hens never 
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develop into a living thing and once he was 
born I had a brand new motherless chick¬ 
en baby to tend. My incubator is a simple 
design that anybody could build and use 
for themselves for a very small amount of 
money. If you are a new to keeping chickens 
or you have a flock that you would like to 
expand, incubating might be a good option 
for you too. 

Commercial egg incubator can run you 
anywhere from $2004400, they will pretty 
much guarantee your success and are good 
if you plan on doing a lot of hatching. I was 
only interested in hatching a few chicks so 
homemade seemed like the best way to go 
for me. Including all of my supplies my incu¬ 
bator cost about $30 but you might be able 
to get away with spending even less than that 
if youre especially frugal and can salvage the 
items you need. 

Basic Incubator Supplies 

Digital thermometer/ hygrometer- this is a 
very important as exact temperature and hu¬ 
midity are necessary, so don’t skip or cheap 
out on this item. I bought mine from the 
hardware store for about $20. 

Styrofoam cooler- purchased at a hardware 
store for about $7-$8 

Lamp- Any lamp with a long neck you could 
put through the Styrofoam so just the bulb is 
inside the cooler will work. 

Incandescent light bulbs- as for wattage, 
this is something you are going to have to 
play with and try a few different wattages 
give off different amounts of heat. I start¬ 
ed with 15, moved up to 40 and eventually 
settled on 25 but depending on the temp of 
your house it may be different for you. 

Sponge and bowl- this will provide humidi¬ 
ty in your incubator 

Glass panel-1 used the glass from a picture 
frame 

Tape- duct tape, packing tape, tuck tape 
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Extended 

I used this basic set up with success but it 
took a lot of attention and tweaking, if you 
are more technically savvy than me there are 
other things I have seen people doing in my 
research that might work for you. 

Using a fan for circulation- this could be a 
cheap handheld fan from the dollar store if 
you are willing to supply it with batteries or 
another clever option is to hook up an old 
computer fan. 

Dimmer switch or on off for the light- this is 
a good way to insure the temperature stays 
at a constant without having to check on it 
every few hours. You can hook up your light 
to a water heater thermostat to have it turn 
on and off as the temp varies. Search online 
for how to do this correctly as this is beyond 
my expertise but still worth mentioning. 

DIY egg turner- I have seen small devices 
made in order to turn eggs without opening 
the incubator or take the time to do it. This 
might be useful if you are away from home 
most of the day. 

Incubating your eggs! 

I started out with 6 eggs I got from a friend 
who keeps a flock of chickens, there was 
nothing special about the eggs other than 
she kept a rooster with her hens so we as¬ 
sumed at least a few would be fertilized. You 
can order fertilized eggs on-line or from 
hatcheries if you are interested in a specific 
breed or saving a bit of cash but I wouldnt 
recommend spending a lot on eggs until you 
are confidant in hatching them, cut your 
losses. To get started look for someone near¬ 
by willing to sell or give you a few eggs for 
a trial run. Make sure they have never been 
refrigerated and fairly fresh. Transport them 
as carefully as possible. If you are not go¬ 
ing to begin incubating right away you can 
store the eggs by placing them in a carton 
with the larger (air cell) end up and the point 
down and keep them at room temperature, 
they will need to stay above 50°F (10°C) and 
below 70°F (21°C). Turn them twice a day 


the emoryos may suck w me 
brane, causing abnormal growth and defor¬ 
mities. They can be turned more but it must 
always be an uneven number of times a day; 
each night they must lie on a different side. 
You can write on the eggs with a non-toxic 
marker or pencil placing an X on one side 
and an O on the other to make sure you turn 
them all each time. 

Candling 

Candling an egg is kind of like a human ul¬ 
tra sound as it lets you see what’s going on 
inside. Start candling your eggs 7 days after 
incubation has begun and recheck them 
every 2- 3 days after. Eggs do not have a 
100% fertility rate it more like 50%- 75%, 
candling can help you tell which eggs are 
good and which you’ll want to remove and 
discard (otherwise they will go bad and 
could explode). You will need a flashlight, 
the brighter the better, take the egg to a 
dark room, place your hand over the end of 
the flashlight and shine it through the egg, 
blocking the rest of the light with your hand. 
Inside your egg you will see a few possibil¬ 
ities. If the egg is infertile it will look clear 
with no dark spots, if it’s fertile there is an 
embryo growing there will be a dark spot 
with spider like veins branching out from it. 
If you are lucky you might even see the little 


will form around the shell, this is the zip. 
You will notice a round little bump on the 
tip of the chicks beak, this is called an egg 
tooth; it will fall off after few days. Hatching 
can take anywhere from 3- 24 hours. Some 
chicks may not make it; prepare yourself 
mentally for this. The best fighting chance 
you can give them is to just let the little 
guys do their thing, don’t disturb them and 
let them work to be born. Once they have 
hatched leave them in the incubator to rest 
and dry, removing them too early could 
cause them to catch a chill and die and if 
there are more eggs trying to hatch, opening 
the incubator could put them at risk. Chicks 
can survive up to 3 days without food or wa¬ 
ter; they absorb the yolk before being born 
which nourishes them during this time. 
Prepare a brooder with food and water once 
the chick is fully dry and has become active 
you can put it. 

So there you have it. Don’t forget about set¬ 
ting up a good brooder as this will be essen¬ 
tial to your chick’s survival. Once you get a 
knack for hatching you can save yourself a 
bundle on chickens and have an almost end¬ 
less supply of chicks even if your hens never 
go broody themselves. 




Styrofoam cooler- purchased at a hardware 
store for about $7-$8 

Lamp- Any lamp with a long neck you could 
put through the Styrofoam so just the bulb is 
inside the cooler will work. 

Incandescent light bulbs- as for wattage, 
this is something you are going to have to 
play with and try a few different wattages 
give off different amounts of heat. I start¬ 
ed with 15, moved up to 40 and eventually 
settled on 25 but depending on the temp of 
your house it may be different for you. 

Sponge and bowl- this will provide humidi¬ 
ty in your incubator 

Glass panel-1 used the glass from a picture 
frame 

Tape- duct tape, packing tape, tuck tape 
whatever youve got 

Wire mesh- this is to place your eggs on in 
the center of the incubator 

To get started, make a hole in the cooler for 
the lamp. Place this hole somewhere central 
in the cooler to make sure you’re not going 
to have any hot or cold spots. Keep in mind 
you are also going to need eggs, the sponge 
and bowl and the thermometer/ hydrometer 
in there too and you wont want anything to 
be touching. 

Take the lid off your cooler and cut a hole 
an inch or so smaller than the glass, place 
the glass on top and tape it down to create 
a window. 

Find a good spot for the thermometer/ hy¬ 
grometer and decide where your eggs will 
go; choose an accessible spot because you 
will need to turn the eggs often. Cut the 
mesh wire to fit in the incubator, leave some 
pointy edges, stick these edges into the Sty¬ 
rofoam to secure it but be careful not to 


Incubating your eggs! 

I started out with 6 eggs I got from a friend 
who keeps a flock of chickens, there was 
nothing special about the eggs other than 
she kept a rooster with her hens so we as¬ 
sumed at least a few would be fertilized. You 
can order fertilized eggs on-line or from 
hatcheries if you are interested in a specific 
breed or saving a bit of cash but I wouldn’t 
recommend spending a lot on eggs until you 
are confidant in hatching them, cut your 
losses. To get started look for someone near¬ 
by willing to sell or give you a few eggs for 
a trial run. Make sure they have never been 
refrigerated and fairly fresh. Transport them 
as carefully as possible. If you are not go¬ 
ing to begin incubating right away you can 
store the eggs by placing them in a carton 
with the larger (air cell) end up and the point 
down and keep them at room temperature, 
they will need to stay above 50°F (10°C) and 
below 70°F (21°C). Turn them twice a day 
to prevent the embryo from sticking to the 
membrane inside the shell. If you have re¬ 
ceived shipped eggs let them rest like this at 
room temp for 24 hours before incubating 
to allow the contents of the eggs to settle. 
Gather and handle the eggs with clean hands 
but never wash the eggs themselves, eggs 
shells are porous and covered in a coating to 
protect them from bacteria entering, if you 
washed with water bacteria can get pushed 
in or remove the coating. You can store the 
eggs for about a week but I wouldn’t recom¬ 
mend keeping them much longer. 

Incubating 

When you are ready to incubate prepare and 
check the temp and humidity of your incu¬ 
bator insuring it stays steady. If you are using 
the basic still air design the temp needs to 
be 101°F- 102°F (38.3°C- 38.9°C), place the 
probe from the thermometer on top of the 
eggs for the best reading. If have installed 
a fan the temp should be at 99°F- 99.5°F 
(37.2°C- 37.5°C) and the humidity should 
be 45%- 50% for day 1- 18. It should take 


with spider like veins branching out from it. go broody themselves. 
If you are lucky you might even see the little 
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By Mel Roo 

The Hermitage, where we live, 
is a flood plain. It rests at the junction of a 
creek and a river. Both are subject to flood¬ 
ing, usually in the fall when the big torren¬ 
tial downpours begin, whenever the alpine 
temperatures are above the freezing point. 
When the rain water hits the tall mountains 
nearby, the deforested lands do not have 
enough trees anymore to absorb the sudden 
intense amount of drifting liquid going down 
the slopes. The excess therefore finds itself 
downstream in the Headquarters Creek and 
the Tsolum River behind our house. The high 
tides in the ocean, located 16 kms away, also 
have a direct effect on the floods. They cause 
some sort of a blockade at the river mouth 
and affect the flow all way back to our place. 
It increases the chance of a flood. To add to 
all of this, our piece of land is shaped like a 
peninsula surrounded on 3 sides by water 
streams. When the water breaks the bank, it 
skips its usual wide U-shape course around 
the land and takes a shortcut right through 
it! It just happens to be where we live. In a 
matter of hours, your travel trailer turns into 
a solitary island in the middle of a crazy cur¬ 
rent. 

We were warned about them floods. 
We were told to be ready. We thought we 
were. Then it came. In October I think it was. 
The worst flood seen in Courtenay in over 50 
years. A big portion of the downtown area 
was flooded and closed to the population, 
only one of the 2 bridges in town was open to 
traffic, and millions of dollars in damages to 
buildings. But how did we live through it? 

Step I. When in a flood is imminent, make 
sure that all of your vehicles are parked in the 
lowest part of the land, near the river banks; 
especially the non-working ones. Make sure 
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Step 2. Sleep to the sound of the heavy rain 
hitting the tin roof above you all night long. 
Wake up to your alarm in the morning and 
act all surprised when you look outside and 
realize that the travel trailer you call your 
home is now a stranded island and there’s 
a rushing current, 3-4 feet of water deep, 
separating you and the closest neighbor 
15 feet away. Now extend your gaze in the 
semi-darkness to locate your vehicle and find 
out how much you can see of it. Has it be¬ 
come a boat yet? Look inside your closet for 
the waders that you never bought. Find out 
there are not there. Try to get the sleepy brain 
in gears to draw out a plan to get to vehicle 
without getting wet. Too early, cant think, so 
say fuck it for now. Brew some coffee. 

Step 3. Call in sick for work because there is 
no way you are going to miss this rare event. 
Listen to the FOMO (fear of missing out). 
Brew more coffee. Start to make a connection 
between the heavy rain you heard all night 
and the amount of water flowing free nearby. 

Step 4. Check your Facebook page and up¬ 
date your status. Text your neighbors to make 
sure they are doing the same thing. Realize 
one of them is in town already, buying waders 
at Walmart. Ask him, not to buy you some, 
but to bring you a whack load of beers to last 
you and the landmates through this historic 
day. Go back to Facebook a second time, and 
only then check the tide schedule because 
you just remembered that floods are ruled by 
them. 8:15am is high tide. What time is it? 
Not even 8 yet so water is going to rise some 
more. Check your gumboots, realize they all 
have holes in them and none of them are 3 
feet tall, so deem them useless. 

Step 5. Stand on your door step and chat with 
the neighbors doing the same thing, wait for 
the beers to be delivered by a man in waders. 
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out into rushing water to rescue your truck. 
Feel legs get numb right away by freezing 
water. Feel water seeping through the holes 
in the dollar store garbage bags that you 
used. Open another beer and keep trekking 
through. Stop 2 or 3 times along the way to 
take snapshots of the beautiful surround¬ 
ings. Manually lock the front hubs on truck 
wheels. Start, shift in 4-wheel-drive, reverse. 
Drive truck 1 km away to safe ground. Walk 
back 1km in 2 feet deep driveway. Come back 
home. Stand shivering and shaking by the 
wood stove until you can feel your toes again. 

Step 7. You just remembered that it might 
be a good idea to make high water marks on 
bottom of the house. Still watching it rise. Its 
close to noon. Half an inch to spare before it 
pours into the new extension. Murphys law 
dictates that you just finished installing the 
drywall in there less than a week ago. Drink 
two more beers and chat some more with 
the neighbors, each from your own private 
island. 

Step 8 (for some of us). Watch the rising 
water seep in through the floor boards of 
the trailer. Put your feet up, away from the 
floor only after your wool socks get soaked 
through. Change socks if you have some. Try 
to open the door to tell your friends about 
this but realize that the water is pushing 
against it and won’t let you open it. Wait an¬ 
other hour or two then evacuate through the 
window, panicking cat in arms, to the adja¬ 
cent building with the help of a canoe. Avoid 
cat trying to claw you in the face during travel 
and while handling the oar in the canoe. 

Step 9. Make sure you are drunk. It is now 
early afternoon and water seems to be going 
down, slowly. Time to overload the canoe 
with people, paddle around and take photos 
of the disaster. Make sure to include a bunch 


the oar. Watch it drift away at record speed. 
Somehow make your way back to the dry 
workshop. Tie the canoe to door handle for 
future fun use. 

Step 10. Get the neighbor to come pick you 
up in his canoe to bring you to some faraway 
dry land so you can pee and poo. Come back 
home, remember that your dog hasn’t been 
outside (and doesn’t want to be) in over 16 
hours. Get the dog in the canoe, row to land 
and let her do her things as well. Drink more 
beers all afternoon from your own private is¬ 
land home, while watching the water level go 
down. 

Step 11. When you can start seeing land 
again around you, it means that you are out 
of beer. You walk around the whole property 
trying to find someone sober who can drive 
you to the store to get more alcohol but to no 
avail. Go back home, drop the smile, the fun 
is over, climb into bed and pass out. 

Step 12. Wait 3 weeks, and then organize a 
cleanup party to go search the woods and re¬ 
cover some of the drifted project materials, 
lawn furniture and crap that you lost. The 
bigger items might include but are not lim¬ 
ited to: a stack of 6 pallets, 7 sheets of ply¬ 
wood, tin roofing, tires, plastic chairs, 14’- 
long whole flower beds, a huge ski-doo box, 
and the dehumidifier that you now wish still 
worked... 

Step 13. Take the bucket seats from your 
flooded vehicle and bring them inside house 
to dry by the woodstove for 5 days. Find an¬ 
other dehumidifier that works and put inside 
flooded truck cabin for a week. Change oil 
on all flooded motor machines, cross fingers 
and hope it starts. Nope. Leave aside for a few 
more weeks and hope for the best. 
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some sort of a blockade at the river mourn 
and affect the flow all way back to our place. 

It increases the chance of a flood. To add to 
all of this, our piece of land is shaped like a 
peninsula surrounded on 3 sides by water 
streams. When the water breaks the bank, it 
skips its usual wide U-shape course around 
the land and takes a shortcut right through 
it! It just happens to be where we live. In a 
matter of hours, your travel trailer turns into 
a solitary island in the middle of a crazy cur¬ 
rent. 

We were warned about them floods. 
We were told to be ready. We thought we 
were. Then it came. In October I think it was. 
The worst flood seen in Courtenay in over 50 
years. A big portion of the downtown area 
was flooded and closed to the population, 
only one of the 2 bridges in town was open to 
traffic, and millions of dollars in damages to 
buildings. But how did we live through it? 

Step 1. When in a flood is imminent, make 
sure that all of your vehicles are parked in the 
lowest part of the land, near the river banks; 
especially the non-working ones. Make sure 
you don’t have a radio or tv at home and that 
you don’t hear about the weather forecast in 
advance. Double check that all of your pro¬ 
crastinating outside project materials are all 
flailed and laid out, in no particular order, on 
the ground outside of your trailer, because 
you never know when you will feel like us¬ 
ing them again. Do the same thing with all of 
your lawn furniture. 


Step 3. Call in sick for work because there is 
no way you are going to miss this rare event. 
Listen to the FOMO (fear of missing out). 
Brew more coffee. Start to make a connection 
between the heavy rain you heard all night 
and the amount of water flowing free nearby. 

Step 4. Check your Facebook page and up¬ 
date your status. Text your neighbors to make 
sure they are doing the same thing. Realize 
one of them is in town already, buying waders 
at Walmart. Ask him, not to buy you some, 
but to bring you a whack load of beers to last 
you and the landmates through this historic 
day. Go back to Facebook a second time, and 
only then check the tide schedule because 
you just remembered that floods are ruled by 
them. 8:15am is high tide. What time is it? 
Not even 8 yet so water is going to rise some 
more. Check your gumboots, realize they all 
have holes in them and none of them are 3 
feet tall, so deem them useless. 

Step 5. Stand on your door step and chat with 
the neighbors doing the same thing, wait for 
the beers to be delivered by a man in waders. 
Beers arrive. Exchange beverages for some 
change that immediately gets dropped in the 
moving water. Drink beer on porch, chat, 
stress and watch the water rise. 

Step 6. Now that you waited for the water to 
reach your vehicle floor, you can start taping 
a garbage bag to each of your leg, before in¬ 
serting foot into your gumboots and venture 


pours into the new extension. Murphys law 
dictates that you just finished installing the 
drywall in there less than a week ago. Drink 
two more beers and chat some more with 
the neighbors, each from your own private 
island. 

Step 8 (for some of us). Watch the rising 
water seep in through the floor boards of 
the trailer. Put your feet up, away from the 
floor only after your wool socks get soaked 
through. Change socks if you have some. Try 
to open the door to tell your friends about 
this but realize that the water is pushing 
against it and won’t let you open it. Wait an¬ 
other hour or two then evacuate through the 
window, panicking cat in arms, to the adja¬ 
cent building with the help of a canoe. Avoid 
cat trying to claw you in the face during travel 
and while handling the oaf in the canoe. 

Step 9. Make sure you are drunk. It is now 
early afternoon and water seems to be going 
down, slowly. Time to overload the canoe 
with people, paddle around and take photos 
of the disaster. Make sure to include a bunch 
of smiling faces. Go back to the workshop for 
a reload on beers, also grab the humongous 
potato gun, paddle away to the bayou-look¬ 
ing forests and start shooting some taters into 
the air! Make sure to rock the canoe left and 
right a few times. Come close to tipping it a 
couple time as well for extra adrenaline rush. 
Stick the paddle into water; realize it is over 
4 feet deep in some areas and accidently drop 
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trying to find someone sober who can drive 
you to the store to get more alcohol but to no 
avail. Go back home, drop the smile, the fun 
is over, climb into bed and pass out. 

Step 12. Wait 3 weeks, and then organize a 
cleanup party to go search the woods and re¬ 
cover some of the drifted project materials, 
lawn furniture and crap that you lost. The 
bigger items might include but are not lim¬ 
ited to: a stack of 6 pallets, 7 sheets of ply¬ 
wood, tin roofing, tires, plastic chairs, 14 - 
long whole flower beds, a huge ski-doo box, 
and the dehumidifier that you now wish still 
worked... 

Step 13. Take the bucket seats from your 
flooded vehicle and bring them inside house 
to dry by the woodstove for 5 days. Find an¬ 
other dehumidifier that works and put inside 
flooded truck cabin for a week. Change oil 
on all flooded motor machines, cross fingers 
and hope it starts. Nope. Leave aside for a few 
more weeks and hope for the best. 

Step 14. Forget what happened and what you 
did during this flood. Do not prepare for the 
next one. Do not buy waders. Do not fix or 
move your car, and most important, keep all 
of your shit flailed out outside on the lawn 
because one day, you might want to fix that 
thing! 








you don’t have a radio or tv at home and that 
you don’t hear about the weather forecast in 
advance. Double check that all of your pro¬ 
crastinating outside project materials are all 
flailed and laid out, in no particular order, on 
the ground outside of your trailer, because 
you never know when you will feel like us¬ 
ing them again. Do the same thing with all of 
your lawn furniture. 


Beers arrive. Exchange beverages for some 
change that immediately gets dropped in the 
moving water. Drink beer on porch, chat, 
stress and watch the water rise. 

Step 6. Now that you waited for the water to 
reach your vehicle floor, you can start taping 
a garbage bag to each of your leg, before in¬ 
serting foot into your gumboots and venture 


of smiling faces. Go back to the workshop for 
a reload on beers, also grab the humongous 
potato gun, paddle away to the bayou-look¬ 
ing forests and start shooting some taters into 
the air! Make sure to rock the canoe left and 
right a few times. Come close to tipping it a 
couple time as well for extra adrenaline rush. 
Stick the paddle into water; realize it is over 
4 feet deep in some areas and accidently drop 


Step 14. Forget what happened and what you 
did during this flood. Do not prepare for the 
next one. Do not buy waders. Do not fix or 
move your car, and most important, keep all 
of your shit flailed out outside on the lawn 
because one day, you might want to fix that 
thing! 
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By Brett 

Now why on Earth would you want to 
substitute wood with oil? Well, depending 
on where you live or how easy it is to get 
away with poaching firewood it might be 
easier to scavenge some dumpster veggie 
oil than it is to drag home some contraband 
wood. Now for the record, theres nothing 
that I like better than the sweet smell of 
wood burning in a stove, but here is an 
alternative if wood ain't available; 

The Theory 

So basically we have a metal container of 
Veggie Oil (VO for short) mounted above 
the wood stove (Fig.lA). There is a pipe 
with a valve on it (Fig. IB) coming out of the 
container and into the woodstove through 
a hole in the stove pipe (Fig. 1C). The end 
of the pipe hangs just above where you 
would have a fire normally. (Fig.ID.) Inside 
the stove, we use a metal bowl with holes 
drilled around the rim to draw in oxygen 
for combustion (Fig.4) Then inside the bowl 
we have a metal cone which thins out the 
oil as it drips from the pipe and runs down 
the cone.(Fig.lE & 5.) To run it, you start a 
wood fire to heat up the VO and woodstove. 
After a few minutes the oil should be hot 
enough to start flowing. Place the cone and 
bowl on the hot embers and open the valve 
just enough to start the VO dripping onto 
the cone. If hot enough, each drip should 
ignite and keep burning as long as the oil is 
dripping. 

The Parts 

- 1 metal container (old air tank with a 
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the thread or drill a hole to match the 
outside diameter of the line and slide the 
fitting out of the way. Now you can mount 
the container above the stove and near the 
stovepipe. (Fig.lA) (I'll leave this up to you 
to figure out.) 

Now feed the brakeline into the woodstove 
via the hole we drilled in the stovepipe. 
(Fig. 1C) Bend it just right so it hangs above 
where the fire will be. Mine rests on the 
baffle. (Fig. ID) Also make sure that the pipe 
is positioned on a gradual downhill slope. I 
used some aluminium tape to seal the hole 
in the stovepipe. ( You also could use hi- 
temp gasket maker.) 

Once it is positioned properly in the stove, 
bend the remaining brake line so it wraps 
around the stove pipe. It should be at a steady 
incline leading up to the VO container. Be 
careful not to kink the line as you go (which 
is real easy to do.) The amount of wraps 
will depend on how long your brake line 
is. A couple wraps will do. Next, connect 
the brake line to the clear hose with a hose 
clamp.(Fig.IB) At this point it should be 
assembled as in Fig. 1. 

Now for the bowl (fig. 4) and the cone (fig. 
5). I used a metal dog bowl of approx 7” 
diameter. A metal pot could also work. Use a 
thick nail and a hammer to punch the holes 
around the rim. The amount of holes you 
have will determine the rate of combustion, 
so start with a few and add more as needed. 
For the cone, take a rectangle of sheet metal 
and roll it up diagonally into a cone shape. It 
should be around 7'' tall with a 2” hole at the 
top and a 5” hole at the bottom (numbers are 
approximate.) 

For the final step, cut a square of screen 
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little in the bowl in the stove and light it on 
fire as the v.o. starts dripping and this should 
burn hot enough to ignite the v.o. Now I 


































































The Theory 

So basically we have a metal container of 
Veggie Oil (VO for short) mounted above 
the wood stove (Fig.lA). There is a pipe 
with a valve on it (Fig. IB) coming out of the 
container and into the woodstove through 
a hole in the stove pipe (Fig. 1C). The end 
of the pipe hangs just above where you 
would have a fire normally. (Fig.ID.) Inside 
the stove, we use a metal bowl with holes 
drilled around the rim to draw in oxygen 
for combustion (Fig.4) Then inside the bowl 
we have a metal cone which thins out the 
oil as it drips from the pipe and runs down 
the cone.(Fig.IE & 5.) To run it, you start a 
wood fire to heat up the VO and woodstove. 
After a few minutes the oil should be hot 
enough to start flowing. Place the cone and 
bowl on the hot embers and open the valve 
just enough to start the VO dripping onto 
the cone. If hot enough, each drip should 
ignite and keep burning as long as the oil is 
dripping. 

The Parts 

- 1 metal container (old air tank with a 
threaded port, or anything metal) 

-1 Steel brake line (5/16” should work, 
much smaller and it can clog) 

-1 Metal bowl or pot (approx. 7” diameter) 

- Some thick sheet metal (but thin enough 
to bend) 

- One ball valve 

- Various pipe fittings 

- Hose clamps 

- Section of clear hose 

- Screen mesh 

- Microwave magnet (or other type) 

- Dumpstered veggie oil 

The How 

So... to put this crazy 
start by making the container. I used an old 
air tank that had a single threaded port on 
it (fig 2). An old propane tank can work but 
it can be sketchy cutting into them because 
of the flammable gas they hold. So remove 
any fitting your tank has on it to begin with. 
Then use an angle grinder to cut off what 
would be the top of the tank, depending on 
vmi nlan to have it sit. An open top like 


in the stovepipe. ( You also could use hi- 
temp gasket maker.) 

Once it is positioned properly in the stove, 
bend the remaining brake line so it wraps 
around the stove pipe. It should be at a steady 
incline leading up to the VO container. Be 
careful not to kink the line as you go (which 
is real easy to do.) The amount of wraps 
will depend on how long your brake line 
is. A couple wraps will do. Next, connect 
the brake line to the clear hose with a hose 
clamp.(Fig.IB) At this point it should be 
assembled as in Fig. 1. 

Now for the bowl (fig. 4) and the cone (fig. 
5). I used a metal dog bowl of approx 7” 
diameter. A metal pot could also work. Use a 
thick nail and a hammer to punch the holes 
around the rim. The amount of holes you 
have will determine the rate of combustion, 
so start with a few and add more as needed. 
For the cone, take a rectangle of sheet metal 
and roll it up diagonally into a cone shape. It 
should be around 7” tall with a 2” hole at the 
top and a 5” hole at the bottom (numbers are 
approximate.) 

For the final step, cut a square of screen 
mesh a bit bigger than the outlet port in your 
container. Now place it over the hole inside 
and use the circular microwave magnet to 
hold it in place (fig 6). This prevents V.O. 
chunks from entering and clogging the 
brake line. Now pour in the oil and we are 
ready to go! 

The Do. 

So as we was sayin before... To run it, start a 
wood fire to heat up the VO. Once you have 
a hot bed of embers, place the bowl in the 


collect in the bowl and this will eventually 
catch fire and burn with a roaring flame like 
a torch out the top of the cone. 

If the oil doesn’t ignite on its own, you can 
stuff some chunks of wax cardboard in the 
bowl and light it. This should get it goin. If 
one wanted to bypass using wood altogether, 


stove and then the cone in the bowl. Now 
open the valve and the VO should start 
dripping on to the cone. If everything is hot 
contraption together, enough it should ignite on its own and each 
drip should burn as it runs down the cone. 
After a while, the oil that doesn’t burn will 



little in the bowl in the stove and light it on 
fire as the v.o. starts dripping and this should 
burn hot enough to ignite the v.o. Now I 
knew this could be sketchy so I put on my 
welding mask and leather coat and gloves 
and I used a long handled ladle to pour the 
white gas in the bowl. And put a lit match on 
the ladle to light it. All that happend was a 
small poof and the it was burning and soon 
after the v.o. ignited. Worked, as simple as 
that. 

However the next morning when I went 
to try a second test, it didn’t work so good. 
Or maybe I should say too good. Since the 
first test didn’t exploded in a huge fireball, I 
didn’t wear my protective armour this time 
and was actually in my underwear. 

I used the ladle again to pour it and when I 
went to light it, little did I know, but the bowl 
was just hot enough from the night before, 
that it vapourized the gas. Test number two 
resulted in a huge exploding ball of fire that 
was directed right at my face. 

I live in an 18 foot trailer and the stove is 
on the opposite end as the door. I dont 
even remember how but when it exploded I 
somehow flung my body backwards towards 
the door and landed on the ground outside. 































































threaded port, or anything metal) 

- 1 Steel brake line (5/16” should work, 
much smaller and it can clog) 

- 1 Metal bowl or pot (approx. 7” diameter) 

- Some thick sheet metal (but thin enough 
to bend) 

- One ball valve 

- Various pipe fittings 

- Hose clamps 

- Section of clear hose 

- Screen mesh 

- Microwave magnet (or other type) 

- Dumpstered veggie oil 

The How 

So... to put this crazy contraption together, 
start by making the container. I used an old 
air tank that had a single threaded port on 
it (fig 2). An old propane tank can work but 
it can be sketchy cutting into them because 
of the flammable gas they hold. So remove 
any fitting your tank has on it to begin with. 
Then use an angle grinder to cut off what 
would be the top of the tank, depending on 
how you plan to have it sit. An open top like 
this will allow for easy filling and you wont 
have to worry about a dangerous buildup 
of pressure inside. Now you will need the 
appropriate fittings to assemble the valve 
and hose in the following diagram. The sizes 
will all depend on the thread size of your 
container and what plumbing parts you have 
got laying around. Alternatively, you could 
just drill a hole in the container and “JB- 
Weld” the fitting on. 

Figure 3 shows what I used for my 
connections (yours may vary). 

The clear hose only needs to be a couple 
inches long. Its purpose is to simply view the 
oil moving (it is also optional). Make sure all 
the fittings are tight, we don t need any oil 
spills inside! 

Now because I didn't want to wreck my 
woodstove, I drilled a hole in the stove pipe 
instead of in the stove itself. (Fig. 1C) If the 
brake line has loose fittings on it, you can 
either drill the hole big enough to match 


mesh a bit bigger than the outlet port in your 
container. Now place it over the hole inside 
and use the circular microwave magnet to 
hold it in place (fig 6). This prevents V.O. 
chunks from entering and clogging the 
brake line. Now pour in the oil and we are 
ready to go! 

The Do. 

So as we was sayin' before... To run it, start a 
wood fire to heat up the VO. Once you have 
a hot bed of embers, place the bowl in the 
stove and then the cone in the bowl. Now 
open the valve and the VO should start 
dripping on to the cone. If everything is hot 
enough it should ignite on its own and each 
drip should burn as it runs down the cone. 
After a while, the oil that doesn't burn will 
collect in the bowl and this will eventually 
catch fire and burn with a roaring flame like 
a torch out the top of the cone. 

If the oil doesn't ignite on its own, you can 
stuff some chunks of wax cardboard in the 
bowl and light it. This should get it goin. If 
one wanted to bypass using wood altogether, 
you can stuff the bowl and the cone with 
wax cardboard and light it while the oil is 
dripping on the cone. This should also get 
the oil burning but your stove will be cold 
and will take much longer to heat yer place. 
It definitely works best and provides the 
most heat if it is started with a wood fire. 
Now there are some write ups on the 
internet with people using different highly 
flammable liquids to start the oil burning. 

I would advise against these as they are 
potentially explosive in a small enclosed 
space. Don't ask me how I know.... 

This is Brett's entry for the <( embarrissing rural 
stories contestWe've decided to print it here ... 

In my attempts at getting the stove to run 
on veggie oil without wood, I tried some 
different methods. One of which was using 
white gas to get the veg oil burning. (it was 
all I had at the time.) The plan was to pour a 



knew this could be sketchy so I put on my 
welding mask and leather coat and gloves 
and I used a long handled ladle to pour the 
white gas in the bowl. And put a lit match on 
the ladle to light it. All that happend was a 
small poof and the it was burning and soon 
after the v.o. ignited. Worked, as simple as 
that. 

However the next morning when I went 
to try a second test, it didn't work so good. 
Or maybe I should say too good. Since the 
first test didn't exploded in a huge fireball, I 
didn't wear my protective armour this time 
and was actually in my underwear. 

I used the ladle again to pour it and when I 
went to light it, little did I know, but the bowl 
was just hot enough from the night before, 
that it vapourized the gas. Test number two 
resulted in a huge exploding ball of fire that 
was directed right at my face. 

I live in an 18 foot trailer and the stove is 
on the opposite end as the door. I don't 
even remember how but when it exploded I 
somehow flung my body backwards towards 
the door and landed on the ground outside. 
While sailing through the air my foot hit a 
box of canning jars I had on the floor and 
smashed all of them breaking my big toe. 
When I landed outside I had to put out the 
flames on my beard. Once I realized I just 
blew myself up, I thought I should go for 
help. 

I was really lucky and healed up quick thanx 
to the loving care of some close friends. I had 
burns from my knuckles to my shoulder on 
both arms. My neck, face and right eye and 
ear were burnt badly too. The burns were so 
bad on my left elbow I almost lost movement 
in the joint. I've had some serious wounds 
and stupid injuries, but I think this one takes 
them all. 
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By Garbage Can Dan 

It is wise to learn about your vehicle if you 
wish to save some money, destroy the planet 
at the same time, and have a better under¬ 
standing of how vehicles work, thus becom¬ 
ing more self reliant. In this article we will 
learn how to check out a few things before 
buying a vehicle. These tips are generally 
the same for all vehicles, and you want to do 
these tests before handing over the money. 
Always go to the insurance broker with the 
person before you give them money, the ve¬ 
hicle might have a government inspection 
order before it is allowed back on the road, 
and this could end up costing thousands. 

Tools to bring along: Adjustable wrench, 
whole wrench set if you have it, imperial and 
metric and/or ratchet set with sockets, ham¬ 
mer, flash light, vice grips, volt meter, jack(s) 
and wooden blocks or the steel kind ifyoull 
be checking the vehicle on concrete. 

Brakes: To check the brakes, first with the 
engine off press the brake pedal down it 
should stop and feel very stiff. If the pedal 
feels squishy there may be air in the lines, 
cracked brake lines, wheel cylinders, brake 
calipers or a leaking master cylinder. Open 
the brake fluid reservoir, if the brake fluid is 
low add more brake fluid (usually dot3 but 
check and make sure what type it takes). 
Press the pedal down hard for a few minutes 
and look under the vehicle see if any brake 
fluid is leaking anywhere on the inside of the 
wheel rotors, brake drums and brake disc 
calipers, the master cylinder connecting to 
the booster, and all around the frame. 


ger or a stick down into the hole and see how 
far you have to go before finding oil. To fill 
use the right type of gear oil and fill into the 
hole until some oil leaks back out on level 
ground, your diff is full. 

Shaking side to side on the front end usually 
will mean the vehicle needs an alignment, 
not too bad, but this can be masking other 
problems. An up and down shake at any of 
the 4 tires usually means the tires need bal¬ 
ancing. Alignments and balancing are really 
cheap and improve mileage and handling 
and prevent bearing and tire wear. But, in a 
shop if your ball joints are bad they would 
and could replace them without warning 
and suddenly you have a big bill to pay so 
check the ball joints and bearings. 

Front end testing: Get the front of the ve¬ 
hicle safely on jacks on level ground. Cinder 
blocks are not safe for supporting a vehicle, 
as they may crumble and kill you. Non rot¬ 
ted tree rounds are good or 2x6's cut up a 
bunch of times into 1-2 ft chunks stacked 
under secure parts of the front end, directly 
under the lower control arm on both front 
sides. Once the front wheels are floating 
you can check the bearings and ball joints, 
tie rod ends and other linkages. These are 
serious things to check if something breaks 
your vehicle will go where it wants and the 
steering wheel wont be too useful. To check 
the ball joints get a light on them, upper and 
lower, maybe have a friend help. One per¬ 
son looks at the ball joints and the other 
firmly grabs the tire and wiggles it up and 
down and side to side. Put your hands 12 
o'clock and 6 o'clock on the tire and wiggle it, 
if there is any more play than about 1/1 6th 


stabilizer in with your oil change. These tests 
are the same for diesels, black smoke is usu¬ 
ally fine it's un-burnt diesel, most likely due 
to a dirty air filter and or dirty diesel filter. It 
should clear up during idling and you may 
see it during the test drive, if the air filter 
looks dirty that’s probably the culprit. 

Frame: to inspect the frame thoroughly 
you're looking for any rust holes, cracks or 
serious warps. Just get under with a flash¬ 
light and check it out, sometimes you can't 
see them hidden above the gas tank or un¬ 
der the cab. A frame with a visible defection 
like that is an immediate fail in a roadside 
inspection. 

If you are interested in learning how vehicles 
work, and have patience, good candidates 
would be mostly old domestic vehicles. They 
tend to have more room under the hood 
no or minimal computerized components, 
and generally the steel is better quality than 
the new stuff. I would suggest any carbu¬ 
reted Chevy or gmc pickup before 1988 old 
body style. Chevy and gmc trucks are 90 % 
identical besides a few trim options. In my 
experience they have the strongest frames 
and simple engine and drive train compo¬ 
nents. They are also the cheapest most of the 
time and most backwards-compatible parts 
compared to other truck manufacturers. 
Parts are interchangeable mostly from 1975 
to 1988. Gmc /Chevy trucks have the same 
doors, alternators, power steering pumps, 
windshields, engine mounts, transmis¬ 
sion mounts, axles, leaf springs etc. As for 
wrenching a truck, they are much nicer to 
work on than any other. The gas 350-ci v8 
is the most mass produced engine on earth 
and is the most reliable from 1962 to 1998. 
Highly suggested if you want to learn about 
engines, it is very reliable if maintained, has 
lots of power and isn't a huge guzzling big 
block. They put 350's into sports cars and 
5-ton gmc/ Chevy trucks with a two speed 
differential and 4 speed transmission, slow 
but got it done. 


time angle grinding my own arm off.. I just 
frequently see fords exploding left right and 
center, aaannd you gotta put gas and insur¬ 
ance in them on top of that... 

The main thing dodge trucks have going 
for them is the Cummins diesel, which is 
by far the best engine for any truck, except 
its attached to a dodge... early dodges have 
weak front ends, rear ends and a very poor 
steering linkage which needs constant atten¬ 
tion, and the vacuum brake assist is shotty at 
best. The heavier Chevy or gmc 3 /4 and 1 tons 
have a hydro booster (brakes hydraulically 
assisted) and I never had a problem getting 
a truck to stop on a dime with hydro boost. 
Chevy/gmc trucks were manufactured 
mostly in Detroit and the builders were still 
somewhat regarded as skilled craft builders 
so a lot of things last longer in those trucks 
and have high quality components. 

Some import vehicles can be nightmares 
to work on. One of the most strenuous I've 
worked on has been 90s and newer Subaru's, 
they will be in the shop for long hours and 
have expensive parts, beware. For example 
to access the gas tank; step 1: remove ex¬ 
haust system, step 2: remove differential and 
rear drivetrain, step 3: after 15 hours of la¬ 
bour rip your hair out. 

Touching a bit on diesel, the 5.9L Cummins 
in the Dodge's from 1989-1997 are proba¬ 
bly my most recommended, then a Chevy 
or gmc 6.2L naturally aspirated diesel or 
the 6.5L turbo diesel, only until mid 93, 
just make sure it is a mechanical injection 
pump not electronic. Mechanical everything 
is always better, lasts longer and is easier to 
work with. The fords had the international 
diesel 6.9L and 7.9L which was a bit more 
robust than the Detroit 6.2 but attached to 
the ford... but the 6.2 if running well can go 
a long way if taken care of, lots of oil chang¬ 
es, and attention to engine noises. Above all 
the domestic diesels the 6.2 has the cheapest 
parts, injection pumps, injectors, glow plugs, 
the engine shares the same alternator as any 
gas Chevy or gmc truck. You can bolt the 6.2 
diesel into any Chevy or gmc truck Vi, 3 A or 1 




and this could end up costing thousands. 

Tools to bring along: Adjustable wrench, 
whole wrench set if you have it, imperial and 
metric and/or ratchet set with sockets, ham¬ 
mer, flash light, vice grips, volt meter, jack(s) 
and wooden blocks or the steel kind if you 11 
be checking the vehicle on concrete. 

Brakes: To check the brakes, first with the 
engine off press the brake pedal down it 
should stop and feel very stiff. If the pedal 
feels squishy there may be air in the lines, 
cracked brake lines, wheel cylinders, brake 
calipers or a leaking master cylinder. Open 
the brake fluid reservoir, if the brake fluid is 
low add more brake fluid (usually dot3 but 
check and make sure what type it takes). 
Press the pedal down hard for a few minutes 
and look under the vehicle see if any brake 
fluid is leaking anywhere on the inside of the 
wheel rotors, brake drums and brake disc 
calipers, the master cylinder connecting to 
the booster, and all around the frame. 

To check the brake booster: If the pedal is 
stiff with the engine off, press down on the 
brake pedal and start the engine the pedal 
should go down a bit and get hard, if it grad¬ 
ually sinks all the way to the floor then most 
likely the booster is leaking vacuum, broken 
or both. 

To check the battery: with vehicle off put 
positive and negative leads of the battery 
tester onto battery, a healthy(ish) battery 
should be 12.6 volts, anything less than 12.2 
volts is getting bad. With tester leads still 
on battery start vehicle, this will test the al¬ 
ternator. Make sure the running lights are 
on and turn on the dash fan and any other 
electrical accessory. This will “wake up” the 
alternator and start charging, the volts now 
should read anywhere from 13-15 volts over 
15 isn’t normal and could indicate a prob¬ 
lem, 13 or lower means the alternator is on 
its last legs and shouldn’t be trusted. 

Sounds while driving: A grinding metal 
sound or squeaking on the front of the vehi- 


shop if your ball joints are bad they would 
and could replace them without warning 
and suddenly you have a big bill to pay so 
check the ball joints and bearings. 

Front end testing: Get the front of the ve¬ 
hicle safely on jacks on level ground. Cinder 
blocks are not safe for supporting a vehicle, 
as they may crumble and kill you. Non rot¬ 
ted tree rounds are good or 2x6’s cut up a 
bunch of times into 1-2 ft chunks stacked 
under secure parts of the front end, directly 
under the lower control arm on both front 
sides. Once the front wheels are floating 
you can check the bearings and ball joints, 
tie rod ends and other linkages. These are 
serious things to check if something breaks 
your vehicle will go where it wants and the 
steering wheel wont be too useful. To check 
the ball joints get a light on them, upper and 
lower, maybe have a friend help. One per¬ 
son looks at the ball joints and the other 
firmly grabs the tire and wiggles it up and 
down and side to side. Put your hands 12 
o’clock and 6 o’clock on the tire and wiggle it, 
if there is any more play than about 1/16th 
of an inch and you see the upper and or 
lower ball joint shifting in its socket, that’s 
gonna need replacing. With your hands 3 
o’clock and 9 move the tire back and forth 
with the steering wheel locked (key on off 
position) have someone with a light look at 
all the steering ball joints and linkages. You 
can usually detect ball joints, tie rod ends or 
idler arms that are loose and are shifting in 
their socket with to much play. Ball joints 
are designed to move in many directions 
while the vehicle is steering. The ball joints 
have literally a ball with a bolt shank inside 
of a socket with grease, kinda like your knee, 
if the ball and shaft in the socket moves in a 
side-to-side fashion while shifting the wheel 
ball joints need replacing. While shifting 
side to side 3 o’clock and 9 o’clock and the 
ball joints look tight but there is still play it 
can be the wheel bearing that is shot. You 
can do the same with the back wheels, it 
is simpler to test then the fronts just check 
for any play, l/16th is ok. Bearings and ball 
joints can cost well over $1000 in a shop. 


and generally the steel is better quality man 
the new stuff. I would suggest any carbu¬ 
reted Chevy or gmc pickup before 1988 old 
body style. Chevy and gmc trucks are 90 % 
identical besides a few trim options. In my 
experience they have the strongest frames 
and simple engine and drive train compo¬ 
nents. They are also the cheapest most of the 
time and most backwards-compatible parts 
compared to other truck manufacturers. 
Parts are interchangeable mostly from 1975 
to 1988. Gmc /Chevy trucks have the same 
doors, alternators, power steering pumps, 
windshields, engine mounts, transmis- 
sion mounts, axles, leaf springs etc. As for 
wrenching a truck, they are much nicer to 
work on than any other. The gas 350-ci v8 
is the most mass produced engine on earth 
and is the most reliable from 1962 to 1998. 
Highly suggested if you want to learn about 
engines, it is very reliable if maintained, has 
lots of power and isn’t a huge guzzling big 
block. They put 350’s into sports cars and 
5-ton gmc/ Chevy trucks with a two speed 
differential and 4 speed transmission, slow 
but got it done. 

For a car the Suzuki swift, geo metro, and 
Chevy sprint are incredibly easy to work 
on considering how tiny the car is, you can 
actually wrap your arms around the engine 
behind the firewall. The engines only weigh 
120 lbs. You can’t do that with a lot of cars 
that’s for sure. They have either a 3 cylinder 
or 4-cylinder model. The 3 can get 53-mpg 
(22 km per litre of gas) in models from 1989 
- 1997 and is probably the most fuel-effi¬ 
cient car you can afford. 

If you only need a truck a few times a week 
or month, go with a gas truck, if more fre¬ 
quency is needed start to look for diesel. But 
with diesel parts will be almost three times 
as expensive as gas parts. In most cases if a % 
ton or 1 ton Chevy truck and geo metro were 
shared by a few people it would be the most 
efficient use of money on insurance and gas 
for commuting and trucking stuff around. 
1/4 ton trucks seem to be a mix of the car 
and truck world, still a truck but smaller 


incy win tic in me tvi —-- 

have expensive parts, beware. For example 
to access the gas tank; step 1; remove ex¬ 
haust system, step 2: remove differential and 
rear drivetrain, step 3: after 15 hours of la¬ 
bour rip your hair out. 

Touching a bit on diesel, the 5.9L Cummins 
in the Dodge’s from 1989-1997 are proba¬ 
bly my most recommended, then a Chevy 
or gmc 6.2L naturally aspirated diesel or 
the 6.5L turbo diesel, only until mid 93, 
just make sure it is a mechanical injection 
pump not electronic. Mechanical everything 
is always better, lasts longer and is easier to 
work with. The fords had the international 
diesel 6.9L and 7.9L which was a bit more 
robust than the Detroit 6.2 but attached to 
the ford... but the 6.2 if running well can go 
a long way if taken care of, lots of oil chang¬ 
es, and attention to engine noises. Above all 
the domestic diesels the 6.2 has the cheapest 
parts, injection pumps, injectors, glow plugs, 
the engine shares the same alternator as any 
gas Chevy or gmc truck. You can bolt the 6.2 
diesel into any Chevy or gmc truck Vit, % or 1 
ton trucks, it mates up with any transmission 
of the era as well fully backwards compati¬ 
ble. The 6.2 is the most economical diesel of 
its time for example rebuilt Cummins injec¬ 
tion pump $2500, rebuilt 6.2 injection pump 
$650. Injectors, Cummins $950 for all 6, 6.2 
$250 for all 8. In most cases the Cummins 
will be the most expensive diesel you find to 
buy outright then the Chevy/gmc, and fords 
are usually about the same price. More often 
I’ve seen ford diesels cheaper than Chevy’s. 
And remember the ether goes in your coffee, 
not in your engine. 

If you seem confident on the vehicle and are 
going to buy it, unless the person has done 
all this already, replace all the filters and oil: 
engine oil filter and engine oil, standard 
transmission oil (automatics oil and filter), 
air filter, fuel filter and check to make sure 
the differential is full of oil as well. It’s also a 
good idea to replace the coolant (tap water 
and creek water are not good for an engine 
and will corrode the block kill your water 
pump etc). If you have space to store a parts 
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To check the brake booster: If the pedal is 
stiff with the engine off, press down on the 
brake pedal and start the engine the pedal 
should go down a bit and get hard, if it grad¬ 
ually sinks all the way to the floor then most 
likely the booster is leaking vacuum, broken 
or both. 

To check the battery: with vehicle off put 
positive and negative leads of the battery 
tester onto battery, a healthy(ish) battery 
should be 12.6 volts, anything less than 12.2 
volts is getting bad. With tester leads still 
on battery start vehicle, this will test the al¬ 
ternator. Make sure the running lights are 
on and turn on the dash fan and any other 
electrical accessory. This will “wake up” the 
alternator and start charging, the volts now 
should read anywhere from 13-15 volts over 
15 isn’t normal and could indicate a prob¬ 
lem, 13 or lower means the alternator is on 
its last legs and shouldn’t be trusted. 

Sounds while driving: A grinding metal 
sound or squeaking on the front of the vehi¬ 
cle while you brake usually means the brake 
p ds are worn down or non existent. 

If you hear knocks coming from the en- 
g le, this can be bad as well. A lower bot- 
t« in end knock can be camshaft bearings or 
c nnecting rods, which could still run for a 
v lile or suddenly blow up the engine at any 
g en time puking out all the coolant and 
r >tor oil onto the highway. Upper knock- 
i y sounds usually mean the rocker valves 
a ' loose or badly worn. Whirling sounds 
( oaawoaawoaaawoaaa) coming from the 
c iter rear of the vehicle, if it has a differ¬ 
ential, could mean possibly diff wear or 
could just be low on oil. You can open up the 
diff oil fill hole (usually a plug with either a 
square head or an inverted W* or %” socket 
drive hole) and see if any fluid comes out. 
With the vehicle off, you can stick your fin- 



of an inch and you see the upper and or 
lower ball joint shifting in its socket, that’s 
gonna need replacing. With your hands 3 
o’clock and 9 move the tire back and forth 
with the steering wheel locked (key on off 
position) have someone with a light look at 
all the steering ball joints and linkages. You 
can usually detect ball joints, tie rod ends or 
idler arms that are loose and are shifting in 
their socket with to much play. Ball joints 
are designed to move in many directions 
while the vehicle is steering. The ball joints 
have literally a ball with a bolt shank inside 
of a socket with grease, kinda like your knee, 
if the ball and shaft in the socket moves in a 
side-to-side fashion while shifting the wheel 
ball joints need replacing. While shifting 
side to side 3 o’clock and 9 o’clock and the 
ball joints look tight but there is still play it 
can be the wheel bearing that is shot. You 
can do the same with the back wheels, it 
is simpler to test then the fronts just check 
for any play, 1/16th is ok. Bearings and ball 
joints can cost well over $1000 in a shop. 

Engine: there are a few quick things to check 
on the engine to determine the state the en¬ 
gine is in. Make sure the engine is cold when 
you go to check out the vehicle, this will re¬ 
veal many secrets within. A cold engine is 
the hardest engine to start, especially diesels. 
Start up the engine and immediately look at 
the exhaust. White smoke for the first 10 
minutes of idling is ok, just water in the gas 
burning off, maybe it’s really moist outside. 
If lots of white smoke comes out while accel¬ 
erating this could mean the head gaskets is 
leaking coolant into the combustion cham¬ 
ber. Motor oil has a blue dye in it so if it is 
burning you can see blue smoke coming out 
of the exhaust, again could be head gasket 
failure. A bit of blue smoke at the start that 
disappears when the engine is hot is ok, this 
just means the engine is getting old, piston 
rings are getting worn or the bore is wearing. 
The engine might run for a few months or 
few years depending, put a liter of Lucas oil 


For a car the Suzuki swift, geo metro, and 
Chevy sprint are incredibly easy to work 
on considering how tiny the car is, you can 
actually wrap your arms around the engine 
behind the firewall. The engines only weigh 
120 lbs. You can’t do that with a lot of cars 
that’s for sure. They have either a 3 cylinder 
or 4-cylinder model. The 3 can get 53-mpg 
(22 km per litre of gas) in models from 1989 
- 1997 and is probably the most fuel-effi¬ 
cient car you can afford. 

If you only need a truck a few times a week 
or month, go with a gas truck, if more fre¬ 
quency is needed start to look for diesel. But 
with diesel parts will be almost three times 
as expensive as gas parts. In most cases if a 3 A 
ton or 1 ton Chevy truck and geo metro were 
shared by a few people it would be the most 
efficient use of money on insurance and gas 
for commuting and trucking stuff around. 
1/4 ton trucks seem to be a mix of the car 
and truck world, still a truck but smaller 
and handles similar to a car. In most cases 
an overloaded v6, l A ton pickup (slO, Toyota, 
Nissan, Mazda, ranger, Dakota, etc.) will use 
more gas then a 1-ton v8 with the same load 
on it and stress the l A ton truck out. If fre¬ 
quent heavy hauling is needed a 3 A ton and 1 
ton can carry more safely down the highway 
for about the same gas consumption. Auto¬ 
matic transmissions will use more gas than a 
standard. The best automatic transmission, 
in my opinion if you need an auto, is the gm. 
th400 3 speed. Designed in the 50’s, a fresh 
transmission oil change and filter on a th400 
will go a long way. 

Fords are the most mass produced vehicles 
on earth and a lot of quality control disap¬ 
peared probably around the mid 70s. Design 
changes happened more frequently on fords 
then dodge or Chevy/gmc so backwards 
compatibility is limited. I usually don’t like 
working on fords and would have a nicer 


ton trucks, it mates up with any transmission 
of the era as well fully backwards compati¬ 
ble. The 6.2 is the most economical diesel of 
its time for example rebuilt Cummins injec¬ 
tion pump $2500, rebuilt 6.2 injection pump 
$650. Injectors, Cummins $950 for all 6, 6.2 
$250 for all 8. In most cases the Cummins 
will be the most expensive diesel you find to 
buy outright then the Chevy/gmc, and fords 
are usually about the same price. More often 
I’ve seen ford diesels cheaper than Chevy’s. 
And remember the ether goes in your coffee, 
not in your engine. 

If you seem confident on the vehicle and are 
going to buy it, unless the person has done 
all this already, replace all the filters and oil: 
engine oil filter and engine oil, standard 
transmission oil (automatics oil and filter), 
air filter, fuel filter and check to make sure 
the differential is full of oil as well. It’s also a 
good idea to replace the coolant (tap water 
and creek water are not good for an engine 
and will corrode the block kill your water 
pump etc). If you have space to store a parts 
vehicle it’s a great idea to find a parts vehi¬ 
cle that matches yours, you can save a lot 
of money picking parts off it. Get a Haynes 
manual for that era vehicle and keep it in the 
glove box. It may take a while learning all 
the terminology but it will have references to 
everything in this article, what oil to get for 
components etc. and save you lots of time 
and money. If it doesn’t and you can get ac¬ 
cess to the interweb do some research there. 
Vehicles are death machines so learn your 
machine well, don’t drive like a fool. 






By Elizabeth Thompson 

Seven years ago I graduated college with a 
degree that gave me no skills outside of the 
ability to write a research paper. I moved 
back to Southern California and struck a 
deal for housing and food for my boyfriend 
and I in exchange for renovating a small 
ranch-style house sitting on 3/4 of an acre of 
hard clay soil, a type my mom always called 
caliche, though I don't know if that’s right. 
Neither one of us had much background in 
any of this type of work. Years earlier I had 
worked as the art department assistant at my 
community college. I learned welding, some 
wood working, painting, but it was really 
just enough to realize how easily I could hurt 
myself and not enough to have anything like 
skill. 

We launched ourselves into in, starting off 
with a bathroom. Through peeling linoleum 
wet wooden underlayment gaped; the tile 
in the shower flaked off like old skin. From 
there we laid flooring, hung drywall, built 
decks and hand-dug the front yard for a 
driveway. Retaining walls, drainage ditches, 
plumbing, electrical, mudding, painting. 
The longer we worked the more I steered 
us outside. We built my first garden, filled it 
with Home Depot pony packs of tomatoes, 
artichokes, corn, Jarrahdale pumpkins. 
Almost everything failed or was eaten by 
hornworms. Except the tomatoes. We ate 
bread and tomato soup every night for two 
weeks because two-day-old french bread was 
$1 at Stater Brothers. I built a chicken coop 
out of some of the salvaged bathroom floor 
and extra 1 - inch plywood my neighbor 
had from an old project and installed 8 
pullets that I had raised from chicks in a 
Tupperware container in my kitchen. I met 
all my neighbors and they loved my little 
farm and bought eggs, brought kitchen 
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throw blanket handmade in India. My 
cuticles cracked and peeled down my fingers 
like banana peels, dried out from handling 
medical records, insurance forms, bills to be 
sent to recovering and dying cancer patients. 
My skin would rip off and I'd blot the blood 
onto the thigh of my jeans as I watched the 
southbound red taillights in front of me 
drone on and off. While doing laundry I 
found notes that my boyfriend wrote to me. 
"Are you happy?" 

One year ago I quit my job. Or rather, I 
stopped showing up. I sat down for a served- 
stale chow mein lunch at Chinese restaurant 
in Newport Beach staffed entirely by white 
teenagers. I had hoped for vegetable wonton 
soup. The tables made my forearms greasy 
and the noodles gave me diarrhea. The bill 
was $40. The cookie held a fortune that said, 
"Only put off until tomorrow what you are 
willing to die having left undone." 

Two months ago I told my boyfriend I was 
leaving him. I packed up our apartment. 
Bonnie's apartment now. I closed my 
checking account and had $432 cash in 
my wallet. Gas prices are at record lows so 
it only cost $28 to fill my gas tank. A third 
of my cash will go towards gas to get me to 
Kansas. I filled my Honda with 2 crates of 
books, 1 crate of cookbooks, 1 bag of shoes, 
2 1/2 bags of clothes, my banjo. When I 
unpack I find that I packed more bandanas 
than socks, underwear and shirts. Not that 
anything fits me. In that last month I lost 
16 pounds. With everything that had been 
going on my stomach turned against me, I 
lost my appetite and anything that I forced 
myself to eat felt like stones or acid. Everyone 
thought I was crazy. There were moments 
sitting on my bed — looking at Bonnie's 
things overtaking the room that we had 
barely moved into, listening to our friends 
tell me they were choosing his friendship 
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Dear human being who's probably more like 
me than a lot of people are, 

I want to tell you how it is to be alive. How it 
is to live where I live and how awful the cities 
are around us and how taking refuge in the 
country makes a life worth living. First I’ll 
tell you about the road leading into the town 
nearest us. We call it “the gauntlet of shit.” 
To leave the farm and drive to town is like 
being hunted by dogs or angry priests. On a 
dark night—so dark all you see is their eyes 
in the flashlight beam. And then you know 
you're cornered. Soon they will be on you— 
digging at your belly and pulling out your 
guts like links of sausage or surgical tubing. 
Dogs. Priests. Guts. This is all true but you 
cant stay at home forever. At some point you 
need to buy nails/buy straw/talk to lawyers. 
So you get in the Jeep and you take the hilly 
back road past the prison and the old grave¬ 
yard and then youre in town. 

Picture the strip leading through town like a 
burrito, an infinitely large (and like, the uni¬ 
verse, always expanding) burrito made out 
of shit. The main drag is an infinite univer¬ 
sal shit burrito of McDonald’s, Burger King, 
Wendy's, KFC, Taco Bell, an A&W/Long 
John Silvers supercombo, Popeyes, two 
Sonics, Applebee's, two Pizza Huts, Domi¬ 
nos, Little Ceasars, Papa Johns, depressing 
storefront bars, payday loans, title loans, 
pawn shops, faceless banks and gas stations, 
e-cigarette shops with awful names like 
“Vapors Cave,” $70,000 pickup trucks with 
fed-up bumper stickers (“Thanks for noth¬ 
ing, OhBummer!”), seas of American flags 
snapping smartly in the breeze, and tired¬ 
eyed sign twirlers dressed as Uncle Sam and 
the Statue of Liberty dancing eternal in all 
kinds of weather. (When you drive by they 
wave, but the wave is one that says, “Hi! Hel- 
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darkly and saying things like “the world is 
a vampire” and singing “everything is aw¬ 
ful” and you come home elated. That's right, 
because it should break you down but more 
than that it reminds you of what youVe got, 
where you are, what youre not. 

The Hard Fify Farm isn't much but its home, 
and the first home Ive truly loved. Three 
rented acres of pasture and trees—the silver 
lake shimmering in the distance, a quiet spot 
under the pear tree where you can drink 
whiskey in the evening heat and read some 
Paris Review and forget about the vampires 
and bitter agitators until tomorrow. 

Maybe its good to forget for a while in or¬ 
der to get up the next morning and push 
through the trials and bullshittyness of the 
day. Maybe escape is counterproductive. 
What I know is this; life is brutish and its 
very short and you will suffer and when you 
suffer you will forget all the good things in 
your life. Nowhere is perfect but a place you 
can call home is a salve. Its an oak and steel 
shield to hold over you while the arrows rain 
down and its hot soup in the mean heart of 
a cold. 

Today is the first day of spring after a mild 
but troubled winter. Sitting out here in the 
sun writing this I can see the goats down by 
the fence-line eating the new grass and I can 
see the ducks pecking the soil for bugs just 
waking. 

Jessie is up by the barn forking hay over 
the fence. Elizabeth is lying next to me on 
the quilt reading Trace Ramseys book. Jes¬ 
sies toddler boys are following her, drag¬ 
ging toddler-size shovels behind them. I 
feel lucky. Lucky and alive. Today there are 
no dogs hunting us and there are no angry 
priests and life feels a little closer to living. 
Out here on the farm we don't have it easy 
but it's not bad either. Or sometimes it is bad 
and life shits down on us from a top tow- 









just enough to realize how easily I could hurt 
myself and not enough to have anything like 
skill. 

We launched ourselves into in, starting off 
with a bathroom. Through peeling linoleum 
wet wooden underlayment gaped; the tile 
in the shower flaked off like old skin. From 
there we laid flooring, hung drywall, built 
decks and hand-dug the front yard for a 
driveway. Retaining walls, drainage ditches, 
plumbing, electrical, mudding, painting. 
The longer we worked the more I steered 
us outside. We built my first garden, filled it 
with Home Depot pony packs of tomatoes, 
artichokes, corn, Jarrahdale pumpkins. 
Almost everything failed or was eaten by 
hornworms. Except the tomatoes. We ate 
bread and tomato soup every night for two 
weeks because two-day-old french bread was 
$1 at Stater Brothers. I built a chicken coop 
out of some of the salvaged bathroom floor 
and extra 1 - inch plywood my neighbor 
had from an old project and installed 8 
pullets that I had raised from chicks in a 
Tupperware container in my kitchen. I met 
all my neighbors and they loved my little 
farm and bought eggs, brought kitchen 
scraps for the chickens, and admired my 
garden. A growing mass of gardening, 
electrical, and Dummies Guide to Raising 
Chickens books was next to and in my bed. 
I was constantly dirty; I’d scrub my legs and 
arms and find a new bruise or set of cuts and 
gouges I'd gotten during the day. My arms 
got big and un-girly; my cousin said, "Your 
arms are so tough! I fear you!" 

Three years ago when my boyfriend had 
decided that he wanted to start working 
towards another kind of life — and I hated 
trying to make my small farmstead work 
alone — I went back to work in an office. 
I listened to podcasts about science and 
culture to fill out the 4 hours that I spent 
in my car everyday. I watched the sunset 
over the Pacific Ocean behind my computer 
monitor. I learned and cataloged all the 
newest and upcoming diagnostic coding 
for skin cancers. I built a new system for 
tracking laboratory inventory and slide 
storage. I fired a lab tech for failing to follow 
proper HIPAA protocol. I bought a $200 


soup. The tables made my forearms greasy 
and the noodles gave me diarrhea. The bill 
was $40. The cookie held a fortune that said, 
"Only put off until tomorrow what you are 
willing to die having left undone." 

Two months ago I told my boyfriend I was 
leaving him. I packed up our apartment. 
Bonnie's apartment now. I closed my 
checking account and had $432 cash in 
my wallet. Gas prices are at record lows so 
it only cost $28 to fill my gas tank. A third 
of my cash will go towards gas to get me to 
Kansas. I filled my Honda with 2 crates of 
books, 1 crate of cookbooks, 1 bag of shoes, 
2 1/2 bags of clothes, my banjo. When I 
unpack I find that I packed more bandanas 
than socks, underwear and shirts. Not that 
anything fits me. In that last month I lost 
16 pounds. With everything that had been 
going on my stomach turned against me, I 
lost my appetite and anything that I forced 
myself to eat felt like stones or acid. Everyone 
thought I was crazy. There were moments 
sitting on my bed — looking at Bonnie's 
things overtaking the room that we had 
barely moved into, listening to our friends 
tell me they were choosing his friendship 
over mine — when I asked, "Am I crazy?" 
Today I am sitting at a farmstead in rural 
Kansas. It is unseasonably warm, 70 degrees 
on a day at the tail end of winter. The grass 
is just starting to turn green, poking through 
the dead brown layering from winter. It's 
almost time for starting the seeds for the 
garden. Here at the farm are two of my oldest 
friends. Even with them here, even knowing 
they will support me, help me, I am scared. 
My money is gone. The glossy gardening 
and house repair books that I slept with 
all those years ago may not have prepared 
me for living the real farm life. Over one 
of my knees I have tooth bruises from the 
pig, two lower and a tusk make a triangle. 
In the mornings while I wait for the silver 
stovetop coffeemaker to gurgle and spit, I 
rub my palms together and the skin peels 
off in sheets like Elmer's glue. In the letters I 
wrote that brought me here I said, "With you 
I feel braver. I am trying to be brave now." 
Now I have to prove how brave I really am. 


guts like links ol sausage or surgical tubing. 
Dogs. Priests. Guts. This is all true but you 
cant stay at home forever. At some point you 
need to buy nails/buy straw/talk to lawyers. 
So you get in the Jeep and you take the hilly 
back road past the prison and the old grave¬ 
yard and then you're in town. 

Picture the strip leading through town like a 
burrito, an infinitely large (and like, the uni¬ 
verse, always expanding) burrito made out 
of shit. The main drag is an infinite univer¬ 
sal shit burrito of McDonald's, Burger King, 
Wendy's, KFC, Taco Bell, an A&W/Long 
John Silvers supercombo, Popeyes, two 
Sonics, Applebee’s, two Pizza Huts, Domi¬ 
nos, Little Ceasars, Papa Johns, depressing 
storefront bars, payday loans, title loans, 
pawn shops, faceless banks and gas stations, 
e-cigarette shops with awful names like 
“Vapors Cave,” $70,000 pickup trucks with 
fed-up bumper stickers (“Thanks for noth¬ 
ing, OhBummer!”), seas of American flags 
snapping smartly in the breeze, and tired¬ 
eyed sign twirlers dressed as Uncle Sam and 
the Statue of Liberty dancing eternal in all 
kinds of weather. (When you drive by they 
wave, but the wave is one that says, “Hi! Hel¬ 
lo! Fuck my life. Fuck it with a cruise missile 
and fuck it with a felled, sharpened redwood 
tree shot from a crossbow the size of Texas. 
Hi! Hello!”) 

Its compacted and bright-lit and horribly 
ugly, and its this short stretch of crass and 
sad that makes “in town” such an eyesore in 
comparison with “out in the county,” which 
is where our farm is. Or worse than an eye¬ 
sore. A sore. A flaming red boil, pus-hard 
and about to burst and blanket eastern Kan¬ 
sas in something that looks like yellow cus¬ 
tard or cottage cheese. 

This is the small town America you see all 
over these days. The stripmall gone expo¬ 
nential. All the sugar and none of the sweet. 
So you drive through it en route to the feed 
store and you take it all in while muttering 


through tne trials ana Dunsmuyness oi uie 
day. Maybe escape is counterproductive. 
What I know is this: life is brutish and its 
very short and you will suffer and when you 
suffer you will forget all the good things in 
your life. Nowhere is perfect but a place you 
can call home is a salve. Its an oak and steel 
shield to hold over you while the arrows rain 
down and its hot soup in the mean heart of 
a cold. 

Today is the first day of spring after a mild 
but troubled winter. Sitting out here in the 
sun writing this I can see the goats down by 
the fence-line eating the new grass and I can 
see the ducks pecking the soil for bugs just 
waking. 

Jessie is up by the barn forking hay over 
the fence. Elizabeth is lying next to me on 
the quilt reading Trace Ramseys book. Jes¬ 
sie's toddler boys are following her, drag¬ 
ging toddler-size shovels behind them. I 
feel lucky. Lucky and alive. Today there are 
no dogs hunting us and there are no angry 
priests and life feels a little closer to living. 
Out here on the farm we don't have it easy 
but it’s not bad either. Or sometimes it is bad 
and life shits down on us from a top tow¬ 
ers so high they disappear into the clouds 
like magic beanstalks. Some days you laugh. 
Other days you hear the old bells toll doom. 
Doom, bullshit, doom, lawyers, doom, mon¬ 
ey troubles, doom, internet assholes, doom, 
doom, doom. But even on the worst days we 
have this place and this place is something 
good and for that I'm glad. I hope spring is 
starting well for you and I hope the mean 
bastards leave you alone, if only for today. 
That, I think, is good enough. 

Love, 

-Adam Gnade, Hard Fifty Farm, Kansas, 
Friday, March 20th, 2015 
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scraps ior me cmcKens, ana aamirea my 
garden. A growing mass of gardening, 
electrical, and Dummies Guide to Raising 
Chickens books was next to and in my bed. 
I was constantly dirty; I'd scrub my legs and 
arms and find a new bruise or set of cuts and 
gouges I'd gotten during the day. My arms 
got big and un-girly; my cousin said, "Your 
arms are so tough! I fear you!" 

Three years ago when my boyfriend had 
decided that he wanted to start working 
towards another kind of life — and I hated 
trying to make my small farmstead work 
alone — I went back to work in an office. 
I listened to podcasts about science and 
culture to fill out the 4 hours that I spent 
in my car everyday. I watched the sunset 
over the Pacific Ocean behind my computer 
monitor. I learned and cataloged all the 
newest and upcoming diagnostic coding 
for skin cancers. I built a new system for 
tracking laboratory inventory and slide 
storage. I fired a lab tech for failing to follow 
proper HIPAA protocol. I bought a $200 


over mine — when 1 asked, Am 1 crazyr 
Today I am sitting at a farmstead in rural 
Kansas. It is unseasonably warm, 70 degrees 
on a day at the tail end of winter. The grass 
is just starting to turn green, poking through 
the dead brown layering from winter. It's 
almost time for starting the seeds for the 
garden. Here at the farm are two of my oldest 
friends. Even with them here, even knowing 
they will support me, help me, I am scared. 
My money is gone. The glossy gardening 
and house repair books that I slept with 
all those years ago may not have prepared 
me for living the real farm life. Over one 
of my knees I have tooth bruises from the 
pig, two lower and a tusk make a triangle. 
In the mornings while I wait for the silver 
stovetop coffeemaker to gurgle and spit, I 
rub my palms together and the skin peels 
off in sheets like Elmers glue. In the letters I 
wrote that brought me here I said, "With you 
I feel braver. I am trying to be brave now." 
Now I have to prove how brave I really am. 



in grotoittg oU» together 
Stronger toitfi time 
lifee ruts teetlj 
Jfjftrfeer t^on concrete 



lo! ruck my hie. Fuck it with a cruise missile 
and fuck it with a felled, sharpened redwood 
tree shot from a crossbow the size of Texas. 
Hi! Hello!”) 

Its compacted and bright-lit and horribly 
ugly, and its this short stretch of crass and 
sad that makes “in town” such an eyesore in 
comparison with “out in the county,” which 
is where our farm is. Or worse than an eye¬ 
sore. A sore. A flaming red boil, pus-hard 
and about to burst and blanket eastern Kan¬ 
sas in something that looks like yellow cus¬ 
tard or cottage cheese. 

This is the small town America you see all 
over these days. The stripmall gone expo¬ 
nential. All the sugar and none of the sweet. 
So you drive through it en route to the feed 
store and you take it all in while muttering 


ers so high they disappear into the clouds 
like magic beanstalks. Some days you laugh. 
Other days you hear the old bells toll doom. 
Doom, bullshit, doom, lawyers, doom, mon¬ 
ey troubles, doom, internet assholes, doom, 
doom, doom. But even on the worst days we 
have this place and this place is something 
good and for that Im glad. I hope spring is 
starting well for you and I hope the mean 
bastards leave you alone, if only for today. 
That, I think, is good enough. 

Love, 

-Adam Gnade, Hard Fifty Farm, Kansas, 
Friday, March 20th, 2015 
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After years of anticipation, ATU s second 
full length album has finally arrived, and 
let me tell you now, it was well worth the 
wait. For those of you not in the know 
Appalachian Terror Unit are an anarcho/ 
crust punk band hailing from Huntington, 
WV. While not exactly rural, ATU s lyrics 
really speak to my heart and the hearts of 
lots of other rural punks. This record is 
titled “We Don t Need Them” and the lyrical 
content really fits that sentiment. The lyrics 
are angry, highly political, and apocalyptic 
(in the sense that we are currently living 
through the apocalypse). Side A of the vinyl 
has six hard hitting tracks, tackling issues 
like blind consumer culture, rape culture, 
war, and police brutality/brutality towards 
police, among other standard crust punk 
lyrical content. Side B is reserved for their 
epic title track. A thirteen and a half minute 
onslaught of the harsh reality that we live in 
a dystopic nightmare far worse than Orwell 
could have ever imagined. A call to arms 


to “build a better world on the ashes of this 
horrendous abomination called society.” 
The artwork that accompanies the record is 
impressive. The gatefold LP includes a post¬ 
er of the cover art, drawn by Stiv, of a tree 
separating two possible futures. On the left 
the standard doom of collapsing skyscrap¬ 
ers, skeletons, and guns, and on the right 
a little crust punk utopia in a rural setting, 
with punks, kids, and dogs all hanging out 
around a bonfire. 

If you are in any way a fan of NAUSEA or 
AUS-ROTTEN you will love Appalachian 
Terror Unit. You can grab “We Dont Need 
Them” and the rest of ATUs discography 
from Profane Existence. 
(www.profaneexistence.com) 
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Are you looking for that special someone to share a rural punk life with? Maybe you re a lone punk 
looking for a place to settle down? Or maybe you have a few extra acres on your land and you’re look¬ 
ing for just the right punk to share it with? Well, the Country Grind Classifieds are for you! 

Also you can have ads for other things as well, i.e. selling a truck, buying/selling guns, getting rid of 
excess building materials, whatever. But if you have a distro or a blog or something that your trying to 
promote Im going to say that you should just buy an ad, ($10 for ad space is fucking cheap!) 

Classifieds are totally free!! Please try to keep your ad brief. If it is too long/not straight to the point we 
will require you to edit it before publishing. Folks can have multiple ads about different things. 

email us your classified ad at punx@countrygrind.net 


Birth Announcement: 

Bohannon Wolfbane Benjamin Kane, Born nat¬ 
urally at noon & 1/2, weighing in at 10 lbs, Sep¬ 
tember 1st, 2014 in the rugged highlands of Anti- 
gonish, Nova Scotia to mother Emily Kane, father 
Benjamin Parsons and sister Eabha. 


Our organic CSA farm is looking for some 
woofers to help on all kind of work related to 
homesteading: building stuff, planting stuff, har¬ 
vest and process/canning... ya know all that can 
be done on a farm. All this started as a normal 
organic farm in 2011... now were all about per- 
maculture, wanna talk about it? Were by the 
temiscouata lake on a hill. You will have a roof, 
good food, good music and possible long term 
friendship! 

E-mail: jcaldwelll@hotmail.ca 


Are you a rural theatre-maker? I am and Yd 
love to connect with other folks doing grassroots 
performance stuff in the woods/in underfunded 
rural communities...especially devised or 
community-based kinda stuff. Also looking 
for a rad community-based theatre ensemble 
to apprentice with this summer (2014). Just 
saying... .afiendstr a@gmail. com 


Farm in Vermont seeks collaborators- not paid, 
unless we figure a strategy-but we blacksmith, 
and you can build a wee cabin, and there is alot of 
food, and outside jobs, and aside from the garden 
we wild harvest- we have chickens and bees, we 
had a cow last year- maybe we will get a pig- learn 
all sorts of homestead stuff- rehandle and sharp¬ 
en tools, innovative permaculturish things- also 
converting our step van to run off the SVO- and 
making crafts, writing, and canning dumpstered 
pineapples. Please be awesome and respectful 
and not lazy. .. natania.nunubiznez@gmail.com 
or 802 989 6115 


Oh lonesome Nova Scotia.. Me and my two 
lovely dogs have made the decision to settle 
down for a year or two in our home province of 
Nova Scotia while I work, buy a new vehicle, and 
get some schooling in before we get back to our 
regular vagabond life style. But its proven to be a 
little more difficult social wise then we thought! 
We miss our human, and four legged friends; We 
don’t get to Halifax very often and live in a very 
rural area of Hants County. So we are reaching out 
to anyone old, or new to have some dog time play 
dates and fun hang outs with rad people! You can 
reach us by email rachell.ann.conrad@hotmail. 
com or even check out our instagram and see 
just how much fun your pooches could be having 
with these two gremlins @ratshellstyxhades 


We are a little bunch of Farm/Bush anarchist 
living on a 5 acres organic CSA farm in the 
marvelous Temiscouata valley in the Quebec’s 
Appalachian ridge. We are living a couple km 
from the TransCanada highway where we know, 
lots of kids and travellers are passing by on their 
way either west or east. You are welcomed to stop 
and spend some time with us, work on the farm 
for some good fun and food. Just drop us a mail 
jcaldweUl@hotmail.ca, or walk 6 km on the way 
to Squatec and watch for a greenhouse on the hiU 
or your left 


Want to live in (or just visit) the middle of no¬ 
where with other like-minded people? Do you 

like the Northwoods? We’re a young family of 4 
+ 1 friend with 60 acres in northern Minnesota 
trying to start a community/land share. Check 
out our IC listing: 
www.ic.org/directory/long-haul 


Wanna see Nova Scotia in the spring? Looking 
for someone to come live here a few weeks and 
help us get started in the season, possibly late 
April, May or june. 15-20 hrs or so per week of 
work, things like seeding, transplanting, finishing 
garden bed, cutting/bucking wood, building 
cold frames, possibly breeding ducklings. No 
experience necessary because we will be with 
you most times. Near lots of farms to work for 
$, 45 min walk to town of Wolfville where there 
is busking, busy farmers market, theatre, cafes, 
etc. Must be fairly early to bed/rise and be good 
with large dogs. We have no money but tons of 
really good food and you will eat like royalty, we 
will help you find work or shows if that’s what 
you need, can possibly teach you things like 
local foraging, fermenting, preservation if you 
don’t know it already. We eat local meats but can 
accommodate diet restrictions/allergies. Write 
tzomisara@gmail.com 


Amateur accordionist learning to play solo 
in the woods. Could use some inspiration—do 
you play? Have sheet music or recordings you’d 
recommend? I’d be super grateful. Will send you 
a lil thank-you. Email mp3s to afiendstra@gmail. 
com or mail to Eliot Fiend, P.O. Box 1098, Cave 
Junction, OR 97523. 


Lonely Gaywad in the Woods is seeking to 
import queers for cuddles, smoochin and 
friendship. I’m a hard as fuck femme lady with 
perfect eyebrows 75% of the time, a socially 
awkward penguin, and a bitter bitch. EmAiL Mee 
rebecca.poulinl2@gmail.com 


SOCIAL ANARCHIST 
ECO-VILLAGE IN 
FORMATION: 

West Kootenay B.C. 

Bring no religion, drop 
politics, our shared work 
rules, no bosses. 

Visitors Welcome. 

Find out more, 

Dick Martin: 

250 366 4682 

di66mar@gmail.com 



















Our organic CSA farm is looking for some 
woofers to help on all kind of work related to 
homesteading: building stuff, planting stuff, har¬ 
vest and process/canning... ya know all that can 
be done on a farm. All this started as a normal 
organic farm in 2011... now were all about per-' 
maculture, wanna talk about it? Were by the 
temiscouata lake on a hill. You will have a roof, 
good food, good music and possible long term 
friendship! 

E-mail: jcaldwelll@hotmail.ca 


all sorts oi nomrsirnu muh- ■ . * 
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converting our step van to run off the SVO- and 
making crafts, writing, and canning dumpstered 
pineapples. Please be awesome and respectful 

and not lazy. .. natania.nunubiznez@gmail.com 

or 802 989 6115 


Are you a rural theatre-maker? I am and I’d 
love to connect with other folks doing grassroots 
performance stuff in the woods/in underfunded 
rural communities...especially devised or 
community-based kinda stuff. Also looking 
for a rad community-based theatre ensemble 
to apprentice with this summer (2014). Just 

saying.. ..afiendstra@gmail.com 


Oh lonesome Nova Scotia..Me and my two 
lovely dogs have made the decision to settle 
down for a year or two in our home province of 
Nova Scotia while I work, buy a new vehicle, and 
get some schooling in before we get back to our 
regular vagabond life style. But its proven to be a 
little more difficult social wise then we thought! 
We miss our human, and four legged friends; We 
don’t get to Halifax very often and live in a very 
rural area of Hants County. So we are reaching out 
to anyone old, or new to have some dog time play 
dates and fun hang outs with rad people! You can 

reach us by email rachell.ann.conrad@hotmail. 

com or even check out our instagram and see 
just how much fun your pooches could be having 
with these two gremlins @ratshellstyxhades 


trying to start a community/land share. CliecK 
out our IC listing: 

www.ic.org/directory/long-haul 


Wanna see Nova Scotia in the spring? Looking 
for someone to come live here a few weeks and 
help us get started in the season, possibly late 
April, May or june. 15-20 hrs or so per week of 
work, things like seeding, transplanting, finishing 
garden bed, cutting/bucking wood, building 
cold frames, possibly breeding ducklings. No 
experience necessary because we will be with 
you most times. Near lots of farms to work for 
$, 45 min walk to town of Wolfville where there 
is busking, busy farmers market, theatre, cafes, 
etc. Must be fairly early to bed/rise and be good 
with large dogs. We have no money but tons of 
really good food and you will eat like royalty, we 
will help you find work or shows if thats what 
you need, can possibly teach you things like 
local foraging, fermenting, preservation if you 
don’t know it already. We eat local meats but can 
accommodate diet restrictions/allergies. Write 
tzomisara@gmail.com 


SOCIAL ANARCHIST 
ECO-VILLAGE IN 
FORMATION 

West Kootenay B.C. 

Bring no religion, drop 
politics, our snared work 
rules, no bosses. 

Visitors Welcome . 

Find out more, 

Dick Martin: 

250 366 4682 

dl66mar@gmail.com 




















It's FREE! We’re just a few rural 
punx/Country Grind fans who want to meet 
other rad people living similar lifestyles. 
Please bring food to contribute for meals 

The event is posted on Pacebook 
"Maritimes Country Grind Gathering" 

Get the latest info on who’s playing or 
contact us if your band wants to play. 


rrr l YT l"“ 

l If anyone knows byron tell him we want him to come play! 
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